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SCENE, the KING'S PALACE, 
Enter Kent, Qio'fler, and Edmund the Baftard* 



K b n *: 




Thought, the Xing had more affe&ed 
the Duke of Albany than Cornwall. 

Gb. It did always feem fo to us : but 
now, in the Divifion of the Kingdom, 
it appears not, which of the Dukes he 
values moft ; for qualities are fo weigh'd, 
that curiofity in neither can make choice of either'* 
moiety. 
Kent. Is not this your fon, my lord ? . 
Gb. His Breeding* Sir, hath been at my charge. I 
hare fo often blulh'd to acknowledge, him, that now I 
am braz'd tot. 
Kent. I cannot conceive you. 
GU*. Sir, this young fellow*s mpther could ; where- 
upon me grew round* womb'd ; and had, indeed, Sir, 
a fon for her cradle, ere ihe had a hufband for her bed. 
Do you fmell a fault ? 

A j 



Kent. 



6 ; Kmg L « a a* . 

'j&af. I cannot wifli the fault undone, tfioiffii^ of it 
hemg b proper* 

$lo. But I have a fon, Sir* by order of law, fomc 
yt%r elder than this* who yet > w> dearer ifc my ac- 
count t though this, knave came fcmewhat hmtily to the 
world before he wa» fen* for, yet was his, mother fair ; 
there was good {portal his making, and thewhorfon 
muft be acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, 

~ m No>Jtny lard. * A ; , . - - r 

G/o. My lord of J&»/ ; — — 
Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend. 

Edm. My (ervFcestd yVur*IordfHipT"* 

Kent. I mull love you, and fue to know you better. 

Edm. Sir, I fhaB ftudy your defensag. , 

G/o. He hath been out nine years, and away he (hall 

again. _ ; _ QTrmfitt fiund^ wthft^ 

7$e Kmg is coming. >- •• — • « - f -* ' 

Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Qonerill, Regan, 
. . Cordelia,' **4 Atk*d**H. % ...-'••• 

Z>*r. Attend the lords of Fr*w and Burgundy, 
Gfrfter. 
: Gfc Iihaii, my Liege. [Jkefc 

Zw. Mean time we fhallexpre& our darker purpofe;. 
Give me the Map here. Know, we have divided, 
In three, our Kingdom j and 'tis v our faft intent* 
To fluke all cares and bufinefs from our age ; 
Conferring them on younger ftrcngths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawl tow'rd death. Our fon of Ctrmvufy 
And You, our no lefs loving fon of Albany, • t 

We have this hour a cenftam will to pubtth 
Our daughters fatal Dow'rs, that future ftrifa 
May be prevented now. The Princes frame a*4 

Burgundy, 
Great rivals in our younger daughter's love, 
Long in our Court have made their ajn'rous fojounfc, 
And here are to be anfwerU Tell me, daughters, - 
(Since now we will diveft us, both of rule, ; 

Wreftof territory, cares t>f ftate % ) ~ 

Which 



Which of you, |hali we fey, 4pt!| love op moil { 
Thai we our largeft bpunty w'exti^ * 

Where nature doth widiVwtchaUehge. GnailL 
©iirddcftborn/f^ftE " * w ~ *^ f 

Cmv. Hove yoir, Sir, " ' 
Dearer than eye-fight, fpace and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, ; 
No left than ljfe, withers* hgOth, beauty, honour: 
As much as child e erTova, or father found. * 
A love that inkles bfceath p^or, and fp#c£ unablfr 
Beyond all manner qF to inucjt I love you. 

for. What lhall OpM* do? love and be filent. 

"-•""•" -' % * ' % [Afije* 

Lear. Of all thefe Bounds, ev'n from t^tis line to pbis, 
With Jha£o)vy forefo and with cKampions nchM,.' 
With plenteous rivers "and wide-fltirted meads, 
We make thee lady. To thine and Al&tmys iffu? 

Be this perpetual What fays our fecond daughter, 

Ourdeareflff^^ wife of Cornwall? fp£ak, ' ♦ * 

K „£tg.Vtn made of that felf-meul as jjiy filler, . > 

Ana prize me atlier worth, in my true Heart, (if* .» 

I find, i(he names my very deed of love ; 

Only (he comes too fhort : that I profefs 

My felf an enemy to all other joys. 

Which the moft precious fquare of fcnfe poiTc/Tei ; • 

And find, I am alone felicitate 

In your dear HigbnefsMove. 

°*r T^PpPf tyditiat [AJSdt. 

AncTyet not fo, % nnce, 1 am fure, my love's 
More pond'rous fhah niy tongue. 

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ainp|e tjiird of pur fair King^ojn % 
Nolefs in fpace, vahijity, and ple^ure, 
Than that confer'd on G?^^vT~^9W our J°X> 

( i) *And friz* me at berJVwrtb. U my true Heart ,1 Mr. Bijbtf 
fWfei^S Uie Pointing of thUPaffage, as i have'regulafceo' it ft 
the Text, Regan would fay, that in die Truth' of Jier Heart an* 
Affeftidn, ftie ejpaJ* Jhj? yp/tfi of jier Sifter. Without tjhia 
Change in th^foinJtos, A>« ffM*fi« * Joaifr ©f J»«r W ' witfioqf 
toy Caufe affign'd, 
. '£ . A 4 Al* 



S King LUt 

Although our laft, not leaft ; to whpfe young love, 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 
Striveto be int'refs'd : what fay you, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your fillers ? fpeak. 

Cor- Nothing, my lord* 

Lear. Nothing? 

Cor. Nothing. 
: Lear. Nothing can come of nothing; fpeak agai*. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your Majefty 
According to my bond, no more nor lefe. 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia ? mend your fpeech a little* 
Left you may mar your fortunes. 

Cor* Good my lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, Jov'd me. I 
Return thofe duties back, as are right fit ; 
Obey you, love you, and moft honour you. 
Why have my lifters hulbands, if they fay, 
They love you, all? haply, when I lhall wed, 
That lord, whofe hand muft take my plight, lhall cany 
Half my love with: him, half my care and^doty. 
Sure, I lhall never marry like my lifters, 
To love my father aH, ■ 

Lear. Bat goes thy heart with this? 

Cor. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. So young, andfo imtendcr ? 
. Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 
\ Lear. Let it be fo, thy truth then be thy dower : 
Tor by the facred radiance of the fun, 
The my fteries of Hecate, and the night, 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be ; 
'Here I difclaim all my paternal care, , . 

Propinquity, and property of blood, 
And as a ftranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, forever. The barb'rous Scythian* 
Or he that makes his generation, mefTes 
To gorge his appetite ; lhall to my bofom 
Be as well neighboured, pitied, and relieved. 
As thou, my fomctime daughter. 

* Kent. 
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JK?«r. -Good my Liege — * 

Lear. Peace, A>«// 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath. 
I lov'd her moil, and thought to let my Reft 
On her kind nurs'ry. Hence, avoid my fight f — » .' 

[To Cor v 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her ; Call France ; who (tiro f 
Call Burgundy. — ■ — Cornwall and Albany, 
With my two daughters* dowers digeft the third. 
Let pride, which me. calls plainness, marry her. 
I do inveft you jointly with my Power, 
Preheminence, and all the large efFefts 
That troop with Majefty. Our felf by monthly cojurfe* 
With refervation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be fuflajn'd, fhall our abode 
Make with you by due turns : only retain 
The name and all th* addition to a King : 
Thefway, revenue, execution, 
Beloved fons, be yours ; which to confirm, 
This Cor'onet part between you. [Giving the Crown, 

Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my King, 
Lov'd as my father, as my mailer follow'd, 
And as my patron thought on in my pray'rs — — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from th$ 
ftiaft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade : 
The region of my heart | Be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad: what would' ft thou do, old man ?_ 
Think'ft thou, that duty (hall have dread to fpeak, :* 
When pow'r to flatt'ry bows ? to plainneft Honour < * 
Is' bound, when Majefty tQ folly falls. ' ■ 
Referve thy State ; with better judgment check • 
This.hideous raflmefs ; with my life I anfvver, 
Thy youngeft daughter does not love thee leaft ; ' % * 
Nor are thofe empty- hearted, whofe low found 
Reverbs no hollbwnefs. * 

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but aft «f pawn J _ 

~ A 5 TO 



<<o fit J-^ Ai; 

To wage againft thy fogs i nox fair jto lofe it 
Thy fafety being the motive. 

Lear, Out of my fight i .^ 

J&»r . See better, X^»r, and let me Hill remain . 
The trae blank of thine eye, , 

.- Lean Now "by ^/A > ■- 

J5?»r. Now by **/»//•, ^^ 
Thou ftvear'ft thy gods iq vain. 

Z^r. O vaflalJ jnifcreamt! ■ ■ . ■ 

fX^«tf &* tendon Jthfaazji. 

Jib. Ctrn. Dear Sir, forbear. 

Kent. Kill thy phyfkian, .and thy fee heAoiv 
Upon the foul dueaie ; revoke tjhy dox>m, 
Or whilft I can vent clamour horn nary (throat* 
I'll tell thee, thou daft evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant! 
Since thou haft fought *o make .us itreak our vow. 
Which we durft never 3*et<$ and with ftrain'4 -pride> * 
To come betwixt our fenterace and ourjpbwer,; 
(Which nor our natures, «or pur place, can bear ; ) 
.Car potency made good, take 4hy xeward. 
Five days we do allot thee for provifion, 
To fliield thee from difafter* of ^he-woxld; \' : . 
And, on thefixth, to.tum thy hated.baok ' . 
Upon -ow Kingdom; if, *he lenthday following* 
Thy haniftfd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death : away \ By Jupiter* ' ' ' 
ThisIhaU<nGt'be jevokVl. 

J&xf.sFafethee well, King; fuh thus thou wilt appear 
Sceedom lives hence, and banilhment is.here.; 
The gods to their dear (belter take thee,, maid, . 
Thatjuftly ihinkUt, and haft mod rightly Jaid^ 
And your large fpeeches may your deeds approve* 
That good efre£k may ipzing from words jox love : 
Thus Kent, O Princes, teds you all adieu, 
He'll (hape his old eourfe an a country new. . [&*£&. 

£*/tr"GIo*fter, with Fiance atM burgundy, tmi ■ 
Attendants. » 

GIq. iim?$$Fttantt and Jlwgmfy* any mohle lord.' 

Zfat* 
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Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 
We firft addrefs tow'rd you, who with this Rug 
Have rivall'd for pur daughter; what at leaft 
Will you require in prefent dower with he/,' 
Or ceafe your <queft of love r 
f Bur. Moit royal Majefty, 
I crave no more than what your Highnefs ofFcr'd, 
Nor will you tender left. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 
Whenihe was dear to us, we held her fo ; 
But now her ^rice is faU'n: Sir, there (he flands. 
If aught within that little feeming iubfiahce, 
Or all of it with our difpleafure pjec'd, 
And nothing more, majr fitly lik^e ypijr Grace, 
$$£* tter, and fte is /purs. 
Bur. IJcnqw no > ahfwer- ' 
Lear. Will you with.rbofe infirmitjcs (he owes. 
Unfriended, new-adoDtect to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curie, and ftranger'd with our Oa^h, 
Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur. Pardon, royal Sir ; 
Ele&ion makes not up on fuch conditions. 

Liar. Then leave her, Sir ; for by the pow'r that 
made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. — r$°* voa > gW K"*8[» 

[To France; 
I would not from your love .make fuch a ftray, 
To match you where 1 nafe; therefore befeech you, 
T' avert your liking a more worthy way. 
Than on a wretch, whom nature is alhamd 
Almoft t* acknowledge .hers. 

France. This is nioft ((.range ! 
-That fye, who*v*n.but now was your beft objeft^ ! 
Your PranVs argument, balm of your age, 
Deareft and beft ; ihouldin this trice of time 
Commit a thing fo monftrous, to difmantlc 
So many folds of.favour ! fvjre, fyer offence 
; Muft4)e^-fuq)ijannatural degree, ^ v 

That monfters it ; or vour fpre-vouch'd aflfeftion 
EajTn into, taint : which to believe of her t ; 

M tuf 



12 King Lea*. 

Mud be a faith, that reafon without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet befeech your Majefty, 
(If, for I want that glib and oily art, 
To fpeak'and purpofe notj fince what I well intend^. 
I'll do't before 1 fpeak,) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulnefe, 
No unchafle action, or difhonour'd ftep, 
That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour : 
But ev'n for want of that, for which I'm richer, 
A ftill folliciting eye, and fuch a tongue, 
That I am glad I've not ; though, not to have it, , 
Hath loft me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 
Hadft not been born, than not have pleas 'd me better. 

France, Is it but this ? a tardinefs in nature, 
Which often leaves the hiftory unfpoke, 
That it intends to do ? my lord of Burgundy 
What fay you to the lady ? love's not love, 
When it is mingled with regards, that ftand . 
Aloof from th' intire point. Say, will you have her ? 
She is her felf a dowry* 

Bur. Royal King, " 
Give but that portion which your felf proposed, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
putchefs of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing : — I've fworn. 

Bur. I'm forry then, you have fo loft a father, 
That you muft lofe a hufband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 
Since that refpe&s of fortune are his love, 
I fhall not be his wife. 

France. Faireft Cordttia, that art moft rich, being 
' poor, 
Moft choice, forfaken ; and moft lov'd, defpis'd ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I feize upon : 
Be*t lawful, I take up what's caft away. 
Gods, Gods ! 'tis ftrange, that from their cold'ft negleft 
My ?Qve mould kindle to enflam'd refpect. 
— J% iw'rlefs daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 

Is 
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Is Queen of ns, of our?, and our fair France: 
Not all the Dukes of wat'rifh Burgundy 
Can buy this unpriz'd, precious, maid of me. 
Bid them farewel, Cordelia, tho' unkind ; 
Thou lofeft here, a better where to find. 

Lear, Thou haft her, France ; let her be thine, for we/ 
Have no fuch daughter ; nor {hall ever fee 
That face of hers again ; therefore be gone 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon : 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

\FlouriJb. Exeunt Lear and Burgundy. 

France. Bid farewel to your fitters. 

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with wafli*d eyef 
Cordelia leaves you : I know what you are, 
And, like a fitter, am moft loth to call 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Love well our father : 
To your profeffing bofoms I commit him ; 
But yet, alas \ flood I within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewel to you both. 

Reg. Prefcribe not us our duty. 

Gon. Let your ftudy 
Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd yoo 
At fortune's alms ; you have obedience fcanted, 
And well are worth the Want that you have wanted, (i) 

Cor. Time fhall unfold what plaited cunning hides, 
Who covers faults, at laft with fhame derides. 
Well may you profper f 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

[Exeunt France and Cor. 

Gen. Sitter, it is not little I've to fay, 
Of what moft nearly appertains to us both j 
I think, our father will go hence to night. 

(2) And well are worth the Want that you have wanted.] 
This is a very obfcure Expreflion, and mutt be piec'd out 
with an implied Senfe, to be underttood. This I take to be 
the Poet's Meaning, ftript of the Jingle which makes it dark : 
" You well deferve to meet with that Want of Love from 
" your Husband, which you have profefs*d to want for our 
" Father," 
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&&• Ti^t> certain, ajad wut^h #ou.; :ne*t mont& 
with us. 

Gw. You fee iow fu.ll pf changes Jus age is, the ofc- 
fervation we ]^ve.n>ad t e.of it tiacji not b«en little,; ie 
always lov'd bar fifter jxioft, *nd w^tKjwhat pQpr ju^g- 
^meiit hf jhatbnoy ct# her o# appears toogrofsJly. 

Reg. Tis the fflfirmjty o,f ,his age ; -y*t he {lath pver 

but flenderly J«iow*W^ctf- 

Got. The ji>eitand ^oundeft .of his Jtime hatfr bc^en ljut 
rafti; then mull we look, from his age, to teceixe not 
al^ne the imxrcfe&oiis of i^ng-engr^fted condition, 
but therewithal the unrijly lftaywar^nefs, tfcftt infcm^and 
cholei^Jt years bniua; with.t^nji. " 
• Reg! Suchimcpiul^ja^^ .we^kc^tp^a^efr^m 
him, as this of JfetfA l>am$)in.ent. 
. , fiqi. There is further -co^p^e^t of leave-taking 
between - Fnyue and him ; pray you, let '£*)$ together : 
if our father carry authority with fuch difpofition as l\e 
bears, this lafl furrenderof his wilf but ofFeni us. 

Reg. We (hall further think of it.' 

Gun. Wexnuftdo fomet^ing^ and- i\th' heat. {Epaunti 

SC'ENE changes to a CaflU belonging to the 
Earl of Glower. 

£Wr Edmund, with a Letter. 

Edm. *TT*Hou, jfar&ro, art my<3od<tef»; to thy law 
X My fervicea «* bound; wjuatfore ihould I 
.Stand in the plague of cuftom, and permit 
The curtefie of nations to deprive me; (3 ) 
For that I am fome twelve, or. fourteen Jnoomwines 

r (3) *** Ni **y tf l?aticns] This is Mr. P<#/s *eadin$, tx 
VafBedra; for it has the SangioV of none of ttie'Copies', that 
I have met with. They all, indeed, give it.Us,"by a foolifli 
Corruption,— - rit Cm-iofty of Nations j butj (orne time ago 
proved, that our Author's Word was, Curtifie. Nor mull we 
forget that Tenure in our Law*, whereby fome Lands are held 
by the Curufe Of Englanit 

•;-l La 8 



Lag of a toother? Why ba far J? wherefore^? 
. When mv dimen&oas are as well coaipaft, 
My mind as genVous, and my fjbape as true. 
As hpneft Madam's H&e ? why brand th,cy us 
With bafe f with bafeneft ? baftardy ? hafc, <|ba& ? 
Who,, in tjie lufty ftealth of nature, take 
More competition and fierce quality ; 
Than doth, within a dull, Aale, tired Jbed, 
Go to cheating a whole tribe of fops* 
Got 'tween a^fleep .and wake ? Weil th<n, 
Legitimate fidgar, I muft have your land ; 
Our father's love h to -the bsiRar$ Ejfaund, 
As to th' legitimate ; fee word — — fegiti pifttc i ■■■ 
Well, my legitimate, if this tetter (peeri^, 
And my invention thrive, Edmwtdihe .hafe 
Shall be th* legitimate.^—- I grow, I proiper ; . 
Now, Gob, Sand up (or bafUrds 1 

T$ him, Enter Glo-fler. 

Gb* JC^/bftPifti'dthws! &&Fr**ce in .choler patted \ 
And the JK4ng .gone .to night ! fubfcriW his pow'r I 
Cojafin\l .to exhibition! all is .gone 
Upon the gad !'— — Edmund, how now ? what news} 

Edm. So pleafe your lordfhip, none. . 

[Putting up the Utter. 

GIo. Why fo earnestly feek you tp put up .that letter ? 

&fa. I know no news, my lord. * 

Gh* What paper were you jeadinj;? 
, Edm. Nothing* my lord. 

Glo. No! whit needed then that terrible dUpjU&pT 
it into your pocket ? the quality of npthiqg nlath not 
iuch need 'to hide it felf. Let's fee ; come, if it be 
nothing, I ^haU not need fpedtacles. 

Edm. I befeech you, Sir, pardon me, it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o'er- read ; and for 
fo much as I have perused, Ifinditnotfit for your over- 
looking. 

Glo. Give me the letter, Sir, 

Edm. I (hall offend, eitber.to detain, or give it; the 
contents, as in part I undsrftaad thejn, aje to blame. 



\6 King Lb a a. 

Glo, Let's fee, let's fee. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's j unification, he wrote 
this but as an effay, or tafte of my virtue. 

Glo. [reads.] This policy and reverence of ages males 
the world bitter to the bejl of our times ; keeps our fortunes 
from us, ''till our oldnefs cannot relijh them. Tbegin tofnd 
an idle and fond bondage in the OffreJJson Of aged tyranny ; 
which fways, not as it hath power, but as it is fujfered. 
Come to me, that of this 1 may fteak more. Tf our father 
would Jleef, till I wak'd him, you Jhould enjoy half his 
revenue fof ever, and live the beloved of your brother 

Edgar. Hum Confpiracy \ : fleej>, 

.. 'fill I wake him — yon fhould enjoy half his revenue 
■ My fon Edgar f had he a hand to write this ! a 
heart and brain to breed it in ? When came this to you ? 
who brought it ? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord ; there's the 
cunning of it. I found it thrown in at the cafement of 
my cloiet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's ? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durft fwear, 
it were his ; but in refpeft of that, T would fain think, 
it were not. 

Glo. It is his. * " 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord; I hope, his heart is 
not in the contents. 

Glo. Has he never before founded you in th'isbufinefs ? 

Edm. Never, my lord. But I have heard him oft 
maintain it to be fit, that fons at perfect age, and fathers 
declining, the father (hould be as a ward to the fon, and 
the fon manage his revenue. 

Glo. O villain, villain ! his very opinion in the letter. 
Abhorred villain ! unnatural, detefted, brutifh villain ! 
worfe than brutifh! Go, firrah, feek hinf; I'll appre- 
hend him. Abominable villain ! Where is he ? ■ 

Edm. I do not Well know, my lord 5 iPit fhallpleafe 
you to fufpend your indignation againft my brother, 'rill 
you can derive from him better teflimoriy of his intent, 
you fhould run a certain courfe ; where, if you violently 
proceed againft him, miftaking his purpofe* it wdtrfd 

make 
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make a great gap in your own honour, and fluke in 
pieces the heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down 
my life for him, that he hath writ this to feel my af- 
fection to your Honour, and to no other pretence of 
danger. 

Glo. Think you fo ? 

Edm. If your Honour judge it meet, I will place yon 
where you (hall hear us confer of this, and by an auri- 
cular aiTurance have your fatisfa&ion : and that, with* 
out any further delay than this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be fuch a monfter. 

Edm. Nor is not, fure. 

Glo. To his Father, that fo tenderly and entirely 
loves him — Heav'n and Earth ! Edmund, feek him 
out ; wind me into him, I pray you \ frame the bu fine fa 
after your own wifdom. I would unftate tny felf, to 
be in a due refolution. 

Edm. I will feek him,* Sir, prefently : convey the 
bufinefs as I (hall find means, and acquaint you withal. . 

Glo. Thefe late eclipfes in the fun and moon portend 
no good to us ; tho' the wifdom of nature can reafon it 
thus and thus, yet nature finds it felf fcourg'd by the 
feqoent effects. Love cools, friendlhip falls off, bro- 
thers divide. In cities, mutinies ; in countries, difcord 1 
in palaces, treafon ; and the bond crack'd 'twixt (on 
and father. This villain of mine comes under the pre- 
diction, there's fon againft father ; the King falls from 
biafs of nature, there's father againft child. We havo 
feen the bed of our time. Machinations, hollownefs, 
treachery, and all ruinous diforders follow us difquietly 
to our graves! Find out this villain,. Edmund; it (hall 
lofe thee nothing, do it carefully — and the noble and 
true-hearted Kent banifli'd ! his offence, Honcfty. 'Tis 
ftraage. [Exit. 

Manet Edmund. 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that, 
when we are fick in fortune, (often the furfeits of our 
own behaviour) we make guilty of our difafters, the fun, 
the moon and (tars ; as if we were villains oa neceflUy. j 

fools* 
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ftojh* by heavenly cowpujfion; faaftt, thieves, and 
fft^ctaoM*, by fpheriw predominance * drunkards, 
lyjrs, and adulterer^ ty an in/ore'd obedience of pla- 
*?tv? iajftueryse ; and a){ that ivs art evil i^, by a di- 
vine thrufhng on. An admirable evafion of whore- 
mailer Man, to lay his goatifh difpofition on the charge 
«*f a ftar. ! my fader camppwr^icd with my mother ~un- 
der the Dragon's tail, and my nativity was under Ur/a 
mgjm; fp that it follows, I am rough and lecherous. I 
fhould have been What I am, had the maidenlieft ftar i» 
the firmament twinkled on my baitardiaing. 

To bm 9 Epter. Edgar. 

Pat! , .. . he cpmes, like the Catajlrpphe of the oW 

fpjnedy ; iny pue. is villainous Melancholy, with a figh 

]i]^e 7f <» of 'Britm—srQ* *efe pclipfes portend thefe 

divifionst fa, fol, la, me 

': $d*., Hftw now* btftfat $&*«<£ *A*t fedow cpn- 

tenjnlfttion are you in ? 

. . JW*. J am thinking, brother, of a prediftiQn I read 

thi* other 4ty, wjiat |hc>uld follow thefc epligfqs. 

^4- P? y«9 b ^fi? y°^ feif with that ? 

*- M?. I promife you, tfie e^e^, he write* of, fac- 
c eed unhappily. Wfcen faw yau fay felfeer Jaft * 
BJg. Tie nigfc gpjje by. 

J<fa. Spake you with him? 
#. Ay t wh©up tocher. 

£1*. Parte4 yQW in good terjns, found you X& 4& 
pleafure in him, by word or countenance ? 

.&£. None at all. 

JSdm. Bethink your fejf, wherein yqu b%ve q£«le$| 
him : and, at my jntreaty, forbear his prefcn&, until 
fojne little time f>aj& guali.fied the heat of hi? difplea? 
£}*#;; which at this inftant fo rageth in him, that wjtfe 
the mifchief of your perfqn it would (carcely allay! 

Edg : Some villain hatk done me wrong. 

£dw. That's my fear ; I pray you, lave a continent 
forbearance 'till the fjpeed of his rage goes flower ; and, 
as I fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence 
J wiU 4kly b«ng you to hear my lord fpeak : pray 
4—: you, 



you, go, there** my fety* if W* ** *» atatod, go 

arm'd,- 

,. J4s, Brother^ J advfoyw tothe bejb* I am n* hc- 
neft man, if there be any good meaning tomtad you ; L 
have told you what I have: fee* and heard,' but nrittfy t 
nothing like the image and taffrop of fc : pray you, 
♦way. 

.* #> Sfcal) { hear frem you anon * [E*to 

$dm, tdafejv^y^itmlhlt^oiuMfls 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, •• ; 

Whofe nature is fo far from doing harms, 
That he fujTp«e> M»e \ on whofe. fo^Hfli H«ne4y 
My pra&kes ride eafie : I fee th$ bufinefs. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit i 
All with me's me*f * that I eta fafludn fit. [Exit. 

SCENE, tbtDuh tfMtaxifs P*1%c4. l 

Gw. T^V IB my father ftrike my gentleman for c,hi4- 
l^^J ing of Ms fool I 

Stew. Ay, madam. ; 

Go*. By day and night, he wrongs me; every hoar 
He flafhes into one fppff crime or qd*er* 
That fets us all at odds ; Til not endure it: 
His Knighis grew rkitous, and hjmielf upbraids us . 
Oaev'ry trifle. When he returns from hunting,, 
I will not fpeak with bipi ; fay, I am ick. 
If you come flaekof forinei fervices, 
You ihall do well ; *he fault of it 111 anfwer. 

8tm>. He's eommg. Madam, I hear him. 

&*. Put en what weary nfcgiijence you pieafe, 
You and your ftllows : I'd have it come to queftion. 
* !f he dHtafte it; let himto my fitter 



Tl*t 



Whofe mind and mine, I know, in that are pne ; 
Not to be over-ruTd : Idle old Man, (4) 

U) We $ld Man A The foiUwit* Un«t, as H«y arc «in*i* 



*0 King L i a *; 

That ftill Would manage, thofe Authorities, : ^ " 

That he hath giv'n away ! Now, by my Life, 

Old Fools are Babes again 5 and muftbe ufed - • ~" 
With Checks , like Fiatt'rers when they're fan 

t'abufe us. 
Remember, what I have faid. 

Stew. Very well,- Madam. 

Gon. And let his Knights have colder looks among 
TOu : what grows 6f it, no matter ; advife your fellows 
io : 111 wnte ftrait to my Met to. hold my courfe : pre- 
pare for dinner. {Exeunt.. 

$ C.E N E changes to an open Place before 
the Palace. 

£neer Kent difeuiid. 

' Kf * / -' Tv 1 ? as — 1 1 °^ et ***«*« horror ; ; 

i And, can my fpeech diffufe, my good intent 
May carry thro' it felf to that fuH iftue, * 
For which Iraz'd my Jifeenefs. Now, banifh'd Kent; 
If thou can ft ferve where thou doft Jftand condema/d/ 
bomayit come, thy matter, whom thou lov'ft, ' 
Shail find thee, full of labours. / ;/ .; 

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights and Attendants. \ 

vi^*:}** T n0t *? a Jot for dinner, go^tjtjieaiJx: 
How now, what art thou \ .XT* Kent. 

A5w//Aman, Sir. ' l • 

Lear. What doft thou profefs? whatwould'ft thou 
witn us f 

v£?\ li t P rof ^f. to > no |efi than I feem ; to fen 
r^w X> that Wl11 JP ut me » *"*» » l° v « h««. that 
!Lt ?^° T^*" 11 him ** » wife' and fay, 
»d e toe°atno r „ft £memi '° ^ when I caanat^h^, 
Lear. What art thou ? 

ftor/d fr*m the Old Quarto. The iaft Verfe, which I have ven. 
wir d to amend, js there printed thus : ■ M 

*?V* (M, Mr riatftki' «*&** <ty of< /eta 4 fr#V, . ' f 
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# Kent. A^vcry honeit-hearted - fellow, and at poor* 
the King. 

tear. If thou beeft as poor for a fubjeel, as he is for 
a King, thou art poor enough. What would'ft thou ? 

Kent. Service. , 

, Lear. .Whom. WPjuld'ft thou.ferve? 

Kent. Yog. 
. Lear. Doft thou know me, fellow? 

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
which I would fain call Mailer. 

Lear. What's that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What fervices canft thou do ? 

Kent. I can keep honeft counfels, ride* run, marr a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain melfage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qua- 
lify'd in : and the belt of me is diligence, 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not fo young, Sir, to love a woman for fing- 
ings nor fo old, to doat on her for any thing. I have 
years on my back forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou ihalt ferve me ; if I like thee 
no worfe after dinner, I will not part from- thee yet. 
Dinner,- ho, dinner-*— where's my knave? my fool? 
go you, and call my fool hither. You, you, firrab, 
where's my daughter ? 

Enter Steward. 

Stc<w. So pleafe yon [Exit. 

Lear. What fays tjie felloe there .? call the clotpole 
back : where's my fool, ho ? — - — I think, the world's 
afleep : how now ? where'* that mungrel ? 

Knight. Hefa/s, my Iprd, your daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the flave back to me whenul 

cali'dbim'J 

Knight, Sir, he anfwer'd me in the roundeft manner, 
he would not. 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; but, 
to my Judgment, your Highnefs is not entertain'd with 
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^Wt^rtt^^iB 1 *^^^ to yoawefe^hf; fhere>* 
mat abatement of kindnefs appears as well in the ge- 
neral dep?fodktife, iuinthelMke himfctf alfo, and your 
daughter. 

Z**r. Ha! fay'ftthoufo? 

j^^/. I befeech you, pardon me, my ford, if I be 
miftaken ; for my duty cannot be filcnt, When I think 
your Highnefs is wrong'tl. 

£j«ir. T^tt'Britremlftmteft!: nfe of tttfr tfwh conceg- 
don. I have perceiv'd a •ntaftfaitit nested of late, which 
I have rather blamed as my own Jealous Curiofity, iflian 
as a very pretence and pufpofe of ankindnds ; I will 
look further into't; btft ^h*rfe*s lhyfcoi? I have not 
tdtenmVtKefetwo*aays k " 

knight. Smcfe nly young ladys^biMg into Franc*, 'Sir, 
fre'ftol hath much pied away. 

Lear. Nomorfc df'thUt, I ha^e ttOtfid it wfell ; go you 
and tell my daughter, I woald fpeak with her. Go you, 
call hither my fool. O, you, Sir, ctime you hither, 
Sir photon I, Sir? 

Enter Steward. 

$rew. My fcdy*s father. 

Lear. My lady's father} my lord's knave !— -you 
^horfon dog, you flave, you cur. 

Stew. I am none of thefe, my lord; I befeech your 
pardon. 

-Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you raical ? . 

[Slrih'ng bim. 

"Stew. tU hot be Rf uck, my lord. 

l kent. N6r tript neither, yoa bafc foot-ball player. 

{Tripping up bis beeh. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow. Thou fervlt me, and I'll 
'Ibveflifee. 

Kent. Come, Sir, arife, away; Til teach you diffe- 
rences : away, away" ; if ydu will mfcafifre your lubber's 
length again, tarry again ; but away, go to : have you 
wiflom Mb. — [Pujhei the Steward out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave* I thank thee; there's 
carrieft of thy ferviCc. 

Ta 



to ihtm % Enter Fool. 

JW. L*t «c fcufe tim'tdo, hfcre's my coxcomb. 

[Gfotiig bis tap. 
Lear. How now, my pretty Ichare ? fcdw 3o*ft thou I 
F36L Sirrah, yia **We ftcft tatce my -coxcomb. 
Arttf . Why, my boy ? 

JW. Why ? for taking ritic's jpaVt, 'that'is otttttf fa- 
vO» ; hajr, in Aba canlt 'Hot finite as the Wind %ts» 
thou'lt catcb cold mortly. There, take my coxcomb ; 
why, fitis fcHcriv has banSAVd two Of hfe daughters, anil 
did. the ilfird a blcffirijg again* his <vill; if thou fol- 
low hint, thou nraft needs wear toy coxcomb. How 
now, nuncle ? would, I had two coxcombs, ami two 
daughters. 
Lear. Why, my boy I 

Fool. If I ^vethgm'all miy Evtog, Til fcedp my fc>x- 
comVnryfelf; there* mine, beg another of thy Autgh* 
ten. . . r 

Leay. 'Pake heed, Sirrah, "the Whijr.«=^- 
JW. Truth's a ctogmuft to kennel; he mufl beSvhipM 
but, when the lady brack may fidhd by th 1 fire arid 
rank. 
law. A ttefUtent gaS to mfe. 
Too/. Sfrrah, ril teach 0£e a Tptcth. fToKtA. 
Xft**\ Co. 

JW. Mark it, nuhcle; 
Have mdre than thou ihbweft, 
Speak leH& than thou knojv eft, 
Lend left than thou 6 Weft, 
Ride more than thou goeft, , 
Learn more than thou troweft, 
Set lefs than t^ou throweft, 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep, within door, 
And thou fhalt have mo^e 
Than two tens to a fcore. 

Ufa* This Is nothing, fool. . 

*W. "Then it is like the breath of to unfee'd hwytt, 
you gave me nothing fort j can yomnabe wr mVbf no- 
thing, nuncle? &"- 
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Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be made out of 
nothing. 

FooU Pr'ythce, tell him, fo much the rent of his land 
comes to : he will not believe a fool. [To Kent. 

Lear. A bitter fool ! — 

Fool. Dofl thou know the difference, my boy, between 
a bitter fool and a fweet one ? 

Lear. No, lad, teach me. 
. Fool. That Lord, that counfel'd thee to give away 
thy Land, 
Come, place him here by me ! do Thou for him Hand ; 
The fweet and bitter Fool will prefently appear, 
.The One, in motley here; the Other, found out there. 

Lear. Dofl thou call me fool, boy I 

Fool. All thy other titles thou haft given away; that 
thou waft born with. 

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool. No # faith ; Lords, and great men will not let 
me ; if I had a monopoly on't, they would have part 
on't : nay, the Ladies too, -they'll not let me have all 
iool to my felf, theyll be /hatching. 
Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns. . 

Lear. What two drowns {hall they be ? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i'th' middle and 
eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg; when 
thou cloveft thy Crown i'th' middle and gav'ft away 
both parts, thou bor'ft thine afe on thy back o'er the 
dirt; thou hadfl little wit -in thy bald crown, when thou 
av'ft thy golden one away: if I fpcak like my felf in 

is, let him be whip'd that firft finds it fo. 

Fools ne'er had lefs grace in a year* [Singing. 

For wife men are grown fiffijh ; 
And know not bow their wits to wear, 

Their manners are fo afijk. 

Lear. When were you wont to be fo full of fongs, 
frrah ? 

Fool. I have ufed it, nuncle, e'er fince thou tftacTft 
thy daughters thy mothers ; for when thou gav'il them 
the rod, and put'lt down thy own breeches, 

Then 



s 



9$*» they for fudden joy did <weep, 

And I for farrow Jung ; 
That fetch a King Jbould play bo-peep, 

And go tbt fools among* 

IVythee, nuncle, keep a fchool-maftcr that can teach 
thy fool to lie; I would fain learrito lie. 

Lear. If you lie, firrah, well have you whifjt. 

fool. I marvel, what kin thou and tby daughters are : 
they'll have me whipt for fpe&king true, thou'lt have me 
whipt for lying ; and, fomstimes, I am whipt for hold- 
ing my peace. I had rather be any kind o' thing than 
a fool, and yet I would not be thee, nuncle j thou haft 
pared thy wit o'both fides, and left nothing V th v middle : 
here comes one o' th' parings. 

To them, Enter Gonerill. 

Lear. How now, daughter, what makes that frontlet 
on? you.are too much of late Tth* frown. 

Fool. Thou, waft a pretty fellow, when thou hadft no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with- 
out a figure ; I am better than thou art now ; I am a 

fool, thou art nothing. « Yes, forfooth, I will hold 

my tongues [To Gonerill.] fo your face bids me, tho* 
you fay nothing. 

Mum, mum, be that keeps nor cruft nor brum, [Singing. 

Weary of ally Jhall want fame. 
That's a (heaTd peafcod. 

Gon. Not only, Sir, this your aH-lkcns'd fool* 
But other of your infolent retmue, 
Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank and not to be endured riots. 
I thought; by making this well known unto you, 
T'have ffeund a fafe redrefs; but now grow fearful, 
By what your felf too late have Q>oke and done, 
Thatryou protecl rtns courfe, and put it on 
By your allowance ; if you mould, ihe fault 
Would not 'fcttpe ce^nfure, nor the redreffes fleep ; 
Which, in th« tender of a wholefome weal, 
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Might in their working do yon that offence, , . 
(Which elfe were fliame,) that then neceffity 
Will call difcreet proceeding. 

FooL For you know, n uncle, 
The bedge-fparrovo fed the Cuckoo fo long, 
That it had its head bit off by its Young ; 
So out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our daughter ? [dotn 9 

. Qon. I would, you would make ufe of your good wif- 
Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away 
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranfport you 
From what you rightly are. 

FooL May not an Afs know when the cart draws the 
horfe ? whoop, Jug, I love thee. 

Lear. Does any here know me ? this is not Lear : 
Does Lear walk thus ? fpeak thus ? where are his eyes ? 
Either his notion weakens, his difcernings 

Are lethargied Ha ! waking — 'tis not fo ; 

Who is it that can tell me who 1 am ? N 
Leafs fliadow ? I would learn ; for by the marki 
Of fovcreignty, of knowledge, and of reafon,' 
} mould be falfe perfuaded 1 had daughters. 
Your name, fair gentlewoman ? — 

Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much o'th* favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do befeech you, 
To underftand my purpofes aright. 
You, as you're old and reverend, mould be wife. 
Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men fo diforder'd, fo debauch'd and bold, 
That this our Court} infe&ed with their manner*. 
Shews like a riotous Inn ; Epicurifm and lufl 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 
Than a grae'd Palace. Shame itfelf doth fpeak 
For inftant remedy. Be then defiYd 
By her, that elfe will take the thing ftie begs, 
% Of fifty to difquantity your train ; 

X A little is the common reeding ; but -it appear t t from %ohat 
•Lear /ay* in the next Scene, that this number fifty xvas required to 
be cut off, which («« the editions flood) is no where fpeciffd bf 
Gonerill. Mr. Pop*. 

And 
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And the remainders, that (hall ftill depend, 
To be fuch men as may befort your age. 
And know themfelves and you. 

Lear. Darkhefs and devils f 

Saddle my horfes, call my train together 

DegenVate baftard I 111 not trouhle thee ; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gw. You ftrflw my people, and your diforder'd rafchfc 
Make fervants of their biters. "* 

T9tbem> Enter Albany. 
Liar 'c^°! that • ooIatc rc P«ts~0, Sir, are you 
Is it your will, fpeak, Sir? prepare my horfes.- ' 

Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, ^ Alb * Dym 
More hideous, when thou lhew'ft thee in a child 
Than the fea-monfter. "*' 

Jib. Pray, Sir, be patient. 

Lear. Detefted kite \ thou Heft. r r Goa-riii 

My tram are men of choice and rareft parts. 
That all particulars of duty know; 
And in the moll exact regard fupport 
The worfhips of their names. O moft fmall fault f 
How ugly didft thou in Cordelia lhew r 
Which, like an engine, wrencht my frame of nature 
From the fee place 5 drew from my heart all love 
And added, to the gall. O W, Lear, Lear I . 

Sf A" "? & * C f h * 1Ct ^ f0l, ^ in ^ C**** his bead 
W i hy i ea , rj ^!? entout " - Go ' g°> ^ people 

Alb My lord, I'm guiltleG, as Vm ignorant ^ 
Of what hath moved you. 

/>«r. It may be fo,. my lord -_ 

?! r"' J* ?"** *"? 5 dear Goddefs - ^ar a Father f 

Sofpend thy purpofe, if thou didft intend 

To make this creature fruitful : 

Into her womb convey fterility, 

Dry up in her the organs of increafe, 

And from her derogate body never fpring 

A Babe tohonotfr her ! If foe muft teem, 

B 3 Create 



Create her c&iM of Ipfcen, that it may IWe, 
And.be a thwart <Hfhat*r T d torment to her.; 
Let it ftarop wrinkles in her brow of ytttitfr, 
With candent tears fretdhaneh in hertheeis : (J'j 
Turn all her mother's pafeis and benefits 
To laughter end contempt ; that ihe may feM, 
How fharper than a ferpent's tooth it \s 9 
To hare a thanklefs child. — Go, go, my people. 

Mb. Now, Gods, that we adore, whereof cotoes this J 

Gon. Never afflict your feJf to know of it : 
But let his difpofition have that fcopc, 
That dotage gives it 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at : a dap ? 
"Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. What's the matter. Sir ? 

Lear. I'll tell thee — life and death ! I am alhaafd 
That thou haft power to fhake my manhood thus ; 

[To Gon. 
That thefe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them. — biafts and fbgs wpoa 

theef 
Th' untented woundings of a father's cmfe 
Pierce every fenfe about thee ! Old fondieyies, 
Beweep this Caufe again, 111 pluck ye out, . ' 
And call you, with the waters that yOti lofe, 
To temper clay. Ha ! is it come to this ? 
Let it be fo : I have another daughter, 
Who, I am fure, is kind and comfortable ; 
When ftie (hall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flea thy wolfifti vifage. Thou ftialt find, 
That I'll refume the fhape, which thou doft think 

(5) With -cadent Trart.] Mr. Warbttttto Wy Bftpptt* lie*© 
fufpe^s our Author wrote, tandems as an Epithet of much Wore 
Energy, and more likely to effect Liar's Imprecation* . Hrferingt 
in Confirmation, what the King fays prefaitly aiter f 

That tbefe hot Tears, that brick/run mi pafiw p 
And what he fays towards the End of the 4th A3 2 

_ but I am bound 

Upon a Wheel of Fire -, that minevwn Tears 

Do fcald like molten Lead. 
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I Rave caft-off for ever. [I *. Lear oof attendants* 

Gon. Do you mark that ? 

^ I cannot be fa partial, G&mrtft, 
To the great im Ibora yo% »>■ ■ ■ 

G*». Pray yoa, be content. \Wwtt| Qfwaff, ho f 
?oa* Sir*, more knave thau. fool, after yaur m after. 

iW. NuncleAW, nuncle Z>*w, tarry, take the fool 
with thee: 
A Fox, when one has caught her, 
And fuch a daughter, . 
Should fure to the Slaughter, 
If my cap wwdd hup a balterv 
So the fool follows after. \T£xit. 

G«r, Thi* 4»ajt h*tk had goei omnfei* — a hundred 

[Knights! 
Tupditkli* awKftfe, toilet lorn keep 
A hundred Knight* 1 jre*. the* on cv/iy dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dHhke> 
Re may engwdhi* dotage wkh their powers, 
AadJtold our lives at mercy : OJhvaJJ, I fay, 

Jik> Weil, yo* megf fear tao fax », ■ ■■ 

Gon. Safer than truft too far. 
Let me ftill take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear 4iK to bchamta I know his heart ; 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my filler ; 
If fhe'U fuftain him and his hundred Knights, 
When ibavei ftiem^d th: unfitness—- 

Enter Steward. 

How now, Ofaoald? 

WJiafc have, yon writ that letter to my fifter ? 

St#w. Ay, M*danu 

Gon. Take you fome company, and away tahorfe, 
Inform her full of my particular fears* 
Aikd thereto add fueh reafons.o£ your own* 
As may compacl it more. So get you gone* 
And haften your return. [Exit Steward. 

« No, no, my lord, 

This milky jentlenife. and courfe of yours* 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon,. 

B 3 Yoa 
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You are much more at task for want of wifdoni. 
Than prais'd for harmful mildnefs. 
- Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell $ 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 

Gon.' Nay, then ■ 

Alb. WclJ, well, th' event. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E, a Court- YztA belonging *s the Duke 
tf Albany* s Palace, 

Re-enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman and Tooi. 

Lear. f^*0 yo» before to Gtfjfer with thefe letters ; 
VJT acquaint my daughter no further with any 
thing you know* than comes from her demand out of 
the fetter; if your diligence be not fpeedy, I mall be 
there afore you. • • * * 

Kent. I will not fleep, my lord, 'till I have delivered 
your letter. [Exit. 

Fool. If a man's brain were in his heels, weft not in 
danger of kibes? 

Lear. Ay 9 boy. 

Fool. Then, Ipr'ythee, be merry, thy wit lhall not 
go flip fhod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fool. Shalt fee, thy other daughter will ufe thee 
kindly ; for though fhe's as like this as a crab's like 
an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What can'ft tell, boy? 

Fool. She will tafte as like this, as a crab does to a 
crab. Can'ft thou tell, why one's nofe ftands i'th' middle 
of one's face ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Why, to* keep one's eyes of either fide one's 
nofe ; that what a man cannot fmell out, he may fp/ 
into. 

Lear. I did her wrong — 

Fool. Can'ft tell how an oyfter makes his fliell ? 

Lear, No. 
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Fool. Nor I neither j but 1 can tell, why. a fnail has 
a houfe. 

Lear. Why! 

JW.. Why, to puVs head* in, not to give it away to 
his daughters, and leave his horns without a cafe. 

Lear. I will forget my nature : fo kind a father ! be 
my horfes ready ? ^ * 

Fool. Thy affes are gone about 'em ; the reafon, why 
the feven ftars are no more than feven, is a pretty reafon. 

Lear* Recaufe «bey are not eight. 

Fool. Yes, indeed ; thou wouldft make a good fool. 

Lear, To take't again perforce ! — • monfter ingra- 
titude ! 

Fool. If you were my fool r nuncle, I'd ha*e thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that ? 

Fool. Thou ihould'ft not have been old, 'till thou hadft. 
been wife. 

Liar. O, let me not be mad, not mad, fweetheav'nl 
Keep me in temper, I would not be mad. 

• Enter Gentleman. 

How now, are the horfes ready ? 
Gent. Ready, my lord. 
Lear. Come, boy. 

Fool. She that's a maid now, and laughs at my de- 
parture, 
Shall not be a maid long, nnlefs things be cut fhorter. 

[Exemt\: 
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&C B 1* E, A Cafthhilongingu the Earl 

frtttr Edmand «*<f Cur^n, fewwfy* 

E d * u h IK 

SAVE thee, <Vw 
€*r. And you, Sir. I have been with your &» 
ther> and given him notice that the Duke of Corn" 
•wall, and Rtfan hi* Dutchef?, wiU be here wid| him 
tnis night. 
Edm. How comes that J 

Cur. Nay; I know not j you have heard of the news 
abroad ^ I mean the whifper'd ones ; for they are yet: 
but ear-kiffing ajgufi^n^. 
Edm. Not I ; pray yo% what are they ? 
Cur. Have you heard of no likely v(&$ tpwajd, \nixt 
the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

. Edm, v Npt a word* 
Cur. You may do then in time. Fare you: well, Sir. 

Edm, The Duke be hereto night f the better! beft f 
This wea.ves itfelf perforce into my. bufinefs ; 
My father hath fet guard to take my brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy queflion 
Which I muft aft : briefnefs, and fortune work ! 
Brother, a word; defcend; Brother,. I fay ; — . 

Ta him, Epter Edgar. 

My father watches ; O Sir, fly this place,. 
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid ; 
You've now the good advantage of the night — 
Have you not fpoken 'gainft the Duke of Cornwall?. 
He'$ coming hither, aow. fthVnight, i'th! hafte, 

And 
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And Regan with him ; have you nothing 1 faid 
Upon his Party ^gttn&tlwiDake e£ ABwy* 
Advife your fel£ 

EJg. rm^ottfc^ nota wo«L 

JMw. I hear my fath^conriagj Pardon iae*— 
In aiming*. I laiiflcdiawiny^ftvooittpoo you — — 
Draw, feem.tsr defend your foi£ * 

Now quit you well ' 

Yield come befbosr my falhejwlight hoa, here I — 

Fly, brothtt>-13onch«J — fafemwel •— [Exit Edg. 
Some bloody drawn o»ra*i wouJdi hage* opinion 

[Woundt bit aim. 
Of my mbse fare© endesaour . I ' ve htn drunkard* 
Do more than this m>fport. Mother! father! 
Step* ft«p, no help ? — — — — 

To him, Enter Glb'tter, and firwents with torches. 

Git. Nowtv Edmund* when* Ythe villain ? 

Edm. Here ifcoodhein the dark* his (harp fwoixi oat, 
Mumbling ofiwicketLCharmsv conjVingthe moon* 
To ftand *s aufpirious raiJfcfik. 

Gk. BaMyhsreis he? 

Edm. Look, Sir, 1 bleed* ' 

Gk-. Where is thttvillfcin, EdmimdT 

Edm* Fled this way, Sin, when hp no mtans ho 
could: » ■■...■■ 

Glo> Posfae him* hoJ ga after. By- nt> means, what*?*— 

Ift/a*. Porfead^mato th£ murthir of yoarJard&ipj 
But that, I toldhitm, the revenging God* 
'Gainft Paiekides. did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold and ftrong: a bond 

The child was bound to th' father. Sir, in4ine>. 

See»g.;how.Jothly oppofite, I flood. • 

To hi^unnat'ral purpefa, in Ml motion 

With* bis prepared fword,. he charges homo 

My unprovided body* laoo'd my arm.; 

And- when he faw my beft : alarmed fyir'as^ 

Bold in the quarrel's right, roos-'A to tb' eacouHter, 

Qr whether galled by the noife I made, 

fttU ftddenly he fled, 

B 5 €U. 
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GU. Let him fly far ; 
Not in this land fiiall he remain uncaught 
And found 5 difpatch— —the noble Duke my matter,. 
My worthy and arch-patron^ comes to-night; (6). 
By his authority I will proclaim k, 
That he, who finds him, (hall deferve cur thanks, 
Bringing the murth'rous coward to the flake : 
He that conceals him, death. - 

Edm. When J difiwaded him from ha intent, 
And found him pight to* da it, with'curft fpeech 
I threatened to difcover hhnr; he* replied r - . 
Thau unpofleffing Ballard ! do'ft thou think, 
If I would ftaadagainft thee, would the repofcd 
Of any truft, virtue, or worth in- thee 
Make thy words faith 'd ? no-; what I ihould deny,— ~ 
(As this I would, although thou didft. produce 
My very character) I'd turn it all 
To thy £ugge(Hon, plot, and damned practice.; 
As thou mull make a dullard of the world, . 
If they, not thought the profits of my death < 
Were very pregnant and potential fpurs 
To make thee feek it. [Trumpets nvitbin. 

Glo. G Grange, faften'd, villain ! 
Would he deny his letter? — I never got him.— 
Hark; the Duke's trumpets ! I know not why he comea*- 
All Ports I'll bar; the villain fhall not 'fcape.; 
The Duke muft grant me that ; befides, hispi&ure; 
I will fend far and near, that all the Kingdom 
May have due note of him ; . and** of my land, < 
(Loyal and natural Boy f ) I'll work the mean* 
To make thee capable. 

(6) My worthy Arch andPar/rar.J* lean meet With* no Aw* 
thority of this Word ufed in this manner, to ngnify* my Prince, 
my Chief; but always as an epitatic Particle prefix^ and an- 
nexed to another Noun t and therefore' 1 have Ytntur'd to fuppofe ■ 
a Tranfpofition of the Copulative, and that we ought to read, 
Arch-petto*,, as J&cb-duke, jtrch'gngcl, Arcb-bijbep^ fcc. 

Enter 
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. Enter Cornwall, Regan, and attendants. 

Com. How now, my noble friend ? fince I came 
hither, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard Grange new*. 

Rtg. If it be true,, all vengeance comes too (hort, 
Which>can ptirfue th offender ; how does my lord ? 

Glo. O Madam, my old heart is cracked, it'scrack'd. 

Reg. What, did my father's godfon feek your life? 
He whom my father nam'd, your Edgar ? 

Glo. O lady, lady, Shame would have it hid. 

Reg. Was he not companion with theriotous Knights, 
That tend upon my father ?. 

Glo. I know not, Madam : 'tis too bad, too bad. 

Edm. Yes, Madam, he was of* that contort: 

Reg, No marvel then, though he were ill affeclcd j . 
Tis they have put him on the old man's death* 
Tohaveth' expence and waite of his revenues, 
I have this present evening from my filler 
Been well informed of them ; and with fuch cautions, 
That if they come to fojourn at my houfe, . 
I'D not be there. 

Com. Nor. I," allure thee, Regan \ 
Edmund* I hear; that you have fhewn your father 
A child-like^ office. 

Edm. 'Twas my duty, Sir. 

Glo. He did bewray his practice, and received 
This hurt you fee, driving, to apprehend him. 

Corn. Is he purfuedf 

Glo. Ay, my good lord, , 

Corn. If he be taken, he (hall never more ' 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpofe, 
How in my ftrength you pleafe. As for you, Edmund, 
Whofe -virtue and obedience doth, this inftant 
So much commend it felf, you mall be ours ; 
Natures of fuch deepTruft we (hall much need : : 
You we firfl feize on. 

Edm. I (hall ferve- you, Sir, , 
TSruly, however elfe. 
Qlo. I thank your Grace. 

CornA 
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Corn. You know, not why we came to yffityQtt- . ■ «- 
&£. Thus out of feafon threading cfark-ey\hijght ; (7) • 
Occafiorw, noble Gk x fter y of fame prise, • "* 
Wherein we muft have ufe of your advice^— — 
Our father he hath writ; fo hath our fifte*, 
Of differences, which I beft thought it fit 
To answer from our home : the fev'ral rrrdfengers • 
From hence attend dtfpatch. "Ofcr good oliVfriend, 
Lay Comforts to your bofom - r and toffow 
Your needful counfel to ouf bufincfles, 
Which crave theihdant ufe. 

Glo. I fervcyou, Madam : 
Your Graces are right welcomes {Exeunt. 

Enter Kent, emdSttwaret>fovtwUy. 

Stew Good evening to thee^ friends art of this houfe ? : 

Kent. Ay. 

Stew. Where may we fet our hprfes ? 

Kent. Feb* mire. 

$t*w. Pr'ytbee,. if thou loVft'tnc, tell me* 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent.- If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I\rould make f 
thee care for me. 

Stew. Why doft thou ufe me- thus-? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Stew. What doft thou knew me for > 

Ktvt. A knav*, a rafcal, an eater of broken meat?,* 
a bafe, proud, (hallow, beggarly, three-faiced, hun- 
dred -.pound, filthy worfted iiocking knave ; a lilly- 
liver'd, action -taking, knave \ a whorfon, glafs-ga^ing, 

(?) ■ threading dar\-tyd Night .] I have not ventur'd 
to difplace thi* Reading, tho* I have great Sufpicion that tfte* 
Poet wrote, 

ta treajftng dark eyi*J nigbti . 

1 e. travelling in it. The other carries tt*o. obfeire; and mean 
an Alhiflon. It mo ft either, be borrowed from the Cint-phra^ 
of threading of Alleys, i. t. going thro' bye parage* to avoid tfe*r 
l ngh Streets ; or to threading 9 Ataft in the dark. 

fuper- 



f^ : (epi€fflhfe» fotel "XgVS*, one r trunk-inkcriti»« 
flaye ; <m& t^aj ^ouldli b.e * ba#4 in way of go«3 ; 
fervid 5 aa£ ast : nothing, b,ut the cpmpofition of a 1 
knave, beggar, coward, pander, and the fon and heir 
of a mungril bitch; one whom I will beat- into cla&v 
'rous whining, if thou deny'ft the leaft fy liable of thy. 
addition. " 

Stew; Way, what a monftrous fellow art thou , • thus • 
to rail on one, that'i* neither known of thee* wr know* 
thee? 

Kent . What a brazen-fac'd vaxlct a*t thou, to deny thou 
know'ft me ? is it two days ago, face I trif* up thjr 
heels, and beat thee before the king? draw, you rogue ;> 
fortho' it benight, yetthemooa ftijnes s Til make a 
fop oW moonmine of you j you whjoxfon* cullioaly,. 
barber-monger; draw. [Drawing hhfword. 

Stew. Away. I have nothing to do with thee* 
Kent. Draw* you rafcal ; you come with letters ajpinft' 
the King; an<} take Vanity, the. Puppet's part, aviate 
the royalty of her father ; d*aw* you rogue, chj fll fi>- 
carbonadoyourflianks— —draw, you rafcafc come 
your 1 ways. 
Stow, Wtpi ho! muither! hefrf wmy 
&nt. Strike, yoafkve; ftaad* rog»^, ftan4> yon- 
ifeatflawe, ftafce, \&nthg,bmi 

Saw. Http-tot marker 1 murthta I ~«-^ 

£*ar Edmund Cto*»waH, ( Itegfm, Coffer, «M 
Servant $l 

EJ#. -Hi>w now* whatfs the. matter r Part— 

J&»/. With you, goodmanboy, ifyoupleafe; come, 
m Befh ye; qome on, young, matter. 

q£. Weapons? asms,? whatfs the matter here ? 

Cor*. Ke«p peace, upon you*, live** h» di<ss> that 
ftrikses, again \ ^A^&ttewftttor?. 

i«p/ Ttemeflengero f*>m oar fifta*a*d the King I 

Cow*. What » yourxliffereace r fpeafc. 

5V^iv. - 1 am fcarce in brea&> my lord. 

&nr. No marvel, you have fo befti^d yonf valoor | 
you cowardly rafcal ! nature difclaims all fharcrin thee : 
%ttitor made thee. ; c ^ 
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Corn. Thou art a ftrange fellow ; a tailor make a man ? 

Kent. I, a tailor, Sir ; a ftone-cutter, or a painter could ' 
not have made him fo ill, tho' they had been bat two 
hours o'th' trade. 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel 5 ? 

Stfw. This ancient ruffian, Sir, whofe life I have 
Ipar'd at fuit of his grey beard » 

Kent. Thou whorfon zed ! thou unneceflary letter ! 
my lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this un- 
bolted villain into .mortar, and daub the wall of a jake* 
with him. Spare my grey beard ? you wagtail ! ■ 

Com. Peace, SirraK! 
You beaftly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hath a privilege; 

Corn. Why art thou angry ?- 

Kent. Thatfuch aflaveasthis ftiouM wear a fword, ; 
Who wears no nonefty : fach fmilirig rogues as thefe* 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain (8) 
Too 'intriniicate t'unloofe : footh every paffion, 
That in the nature of their lords rebels : 

(8) Lih rats, tftbitrtht holy Ctrds atwaine, 
Which are ? intrince, t* nnloofe j] Thus the firfV Editors Wan- 
der'd this Paflage into unintelligible Nonfenfe. Mr. Pope fo far; 
hat- difengag'd them, as to give us plain Senfej but by throw- 
ing out the Epithet hofy, 'tis evident, ho-wa»not aware of tbt 
Poet** fine Meaning. 1*11 fifcft eftablilh and prove the Reading j « 
then explain the Allufion. Thus the Poet gaveitj 

Like rats, oft bite the holy Cordt in twain, 

Tto *intrinfieate t'unUof f ■ , 

It means, inward, hidden 5 perplext $ as a Knot, hard to be > 
unraveird j it is derived from the Latin adverb inttittjecik j from . 
which the Italians have coin'd a verybeautifalPhrafe, intrin* 
JicarJ cotvno, i. e. to grow intimate with, to wind one felf in- 
to another. And now to our A other's Senfe. Kent is- rating 
the Steward, as a Parafite of GonerUC* ? and fuppofcs very juft- . 
\y, that he has fomented tho QuaYrer betwixt that * Princcfs 
and her* Father: in which Office, he- compares htm to a facri- 
legiousRat: and by a fine Metaphor, as Mr. Warbnrten ob- 
served to mc, ftilct- the Unloa between Parents and Children . 
the holy Cordt. . 

Bria gi 
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Bring oil to fire, fnow to their colder moods;. * 
Renege, affirm, and torn their halcyon beaks 
With tfty Gale and Vary of their mailers ; 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following, 
A plague upon your epileptick vifage I 
Smile you my fpeeches, as I were a fool ? 
Goofe, if I had you upon Sarumplain, 
Pd drive ye cackling home to Came lot. 

Com. What art thou mad, old fellow ! 

GU. How fell you out ? fay that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Than I and fuch a knave. 

Corn. Why doff thou call him knave? what is his fault ? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Com. No more, perchance*, does mine, nor his, nor , 
hers. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be. plain ;. 
I have feen better faces in my time, 
Than ftand on any moulder that I fee 
Before me~at this inftant. 

Corn. This is fome fellow, 
Who having been praisM for bluntoefi, doth affect 
A fawcy roughnefs ; and conftrains the garb, 
Quite .from his nature. He. can't flatter, he, — — ■• 
Aik honeft mind and plain, he muftfpeak truth j 
An they wilLtake it, fo ; if not, he's plain. 
Thefe kind of knaves I know, which in this piaianefs L 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, . 
Than twenty filly ducking obfervants, 
That ftretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity,. 
Under. th' allowance of your grand afpect, 
Whole influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
Qn flickering Pbcebus*. front 

Corn. Whatmean'ft by this ?* 

Kent. To go out of my dialed, which you dHcommend 
forauch: I know, Sir, I am no flatterer; he, that be- 
guiled you in a plain accent, was a plain knave ; which 
for my part I will not be, though I Uiould win yourdif- 
gleafure^to inueat me to't 

Com. 
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Corn. What was th* oftcnl 
Stc<w. I never gave him af 
It pleas'd the King his maftcj 
To ftrikc at-me upqn his mifl 
When he conjunct, and flat(| 
Tript inc behind; being da 
And put upon him fuch a d* 
That worthied him; got pra. 
For him attempting who was] 
And, in the flefhment of rtif 
Drew on me here. again, 

Kent. Noneof theferogjue 
But Ajax is their fool 

Corn, Fetch forth the Sto& 
You flubborn ancient knave, | 
We'll teach you,- 

Kent. Sir, Ian* too old to I 
Gall not your Stocks for jn fl> ] 
On whofe imployment I was 
You (hall do fmall refpeft, Jh^ 
Againftthe grace and per ftm 
Stocking his meflenger. 

Corn. Fetch.forth the Stock. 
As I have life and honour, thi 
Reg. 'Till noon I till night, 1 
Kent. Why, Madam, ifl^ 
You could not ufe me fo. 
Reg. Sir, being his knave, I 
Corn. This is a fellow of the 
€>ur filler fpeaks. of. Come, 

G/*. Let jnebefcech. your G| 
His fault js^nuch, and the goof 
Will check him for't ; your p\ 
Isfuch, as bafeftand themeac 
For pjlfrings, and ,moft comr 
Are punifli'd .with. The Km$ 
That he, f0 flightly valued in „ 
Should have him thus reflr ain'd, 
Com» nianfwer that. 
Reg± My SiHer may receive id 
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Cww. What was th' oflfenceyougsurehimr 

Stew. I never gave him. any : 
It pleas'd the King his mailer very lately 
To ftrike at-me upqn hu.mifconftrultior*: 
When he conjunct, and flattering his dtfpteaforev 
Tript me behind; being down, infultea, raijM; 
Aha put upon him fuch a deal of man, that 
That worth ied him; apt prai&s of the King* 
For him attempting who was felf-fabdu'd ; 
And, in the fleftunent of this, dread exploit, 
Drew on me here, again, 

Kent. None of thefe rogues and cowards, 
But Aj'ax is their fool. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks. 
You ftubborn ancient knave* you rev Vend braggart* 
We'll teach you, ■ * 

Kent. Sir, I an» too old to learn : 
Gall not yoar Stocks for m«, I ftrve the King ; 
On whole imployment I was fent to you. 
You ihall do fmall refpeft, ihew too bold malice 
Againftthe grace and perfon o£ n*y mailer, 
Stocking his meiTenger. 

Corn. Fetchibrth the Stocks; 
As I have life and honour, there (hall he fit till noon. 

Peg. 'Till noon I till night, my lord, and all night to©* 

K&tt. Why, Madam, if 1 were, your father's dog, * 
You could not ufe me fo. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will". [8torh brought out* 

Corn. This is a fellow of the felf fame nature- 
€>ur Mer fpeaks. of. Corae> bring away the Stocks* 

GJo. Let me befcech your Grace not to do fo ; 
His fault js much, and the good King his mafttr 
Will check him for't; your purposed low correction 
Is fuch, as bafeftand the meaneft wretches 
For pilf 'rings, and .moil common trefpailes, 
Are punifli'd .with. The King muft take it ill* 
That he, fo flightly valued in his meiTenger, . 
Should have him thus reifraU'd: 

Com. Fllanfwer that. 

«&& My Sifier may receive it much morrwoHt) 

To 
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Tfr have her Gentleman abusM, a/Taukcd, 

For following her affairs. Put in his legs ■ 

[Kent is put ht the Stock* 
Come, my lord, away. \$*eunt Regan iM Cornwall, 

Glo Vm forry for thee, friends 'tis the DufceVpleafure,. 
Whofe difpofition, all the world weH knows; 
Will not be rubb'd nor ftop'd. Ml intreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray, do not, Sir. I've watch'd and travellVL 
hard; 
Some time I lhaB fleep out, the reft FH whittle : 
A good rnan's fortune may grow out a,t heels 5 
Give you good morrow. 

Gk. The Duke's to blame in this, 'twill be JH take*.. 

[ExiK. 

Jfat. Good Ring, that xnuft ajpprove the common 8aw> 
Thou out of heaven's benedifton conVft- 
To the warm flm-l 
AooroAchi thou beacon to this under-glpbe, 

That by thy comfortable bean* I may 

Perufe this letter. Nothing almoft.fees miracles. 

But mifery. I know 1 , 'tis from- Gordetia \ 

Who haA iwa\fert«na|ft}y b*en inform'* 

Of my obfcured courfe. I fhaJJ fin4 time 

From this enormous fta^ttb an4feektogi»e» * 

Lofles their remedies. All weary as** 0. qr«»wa*cn $, 

Take vantage, heavy ey**, &ftt to behold 

This ftiameiul lodging. 

Fortune, goodnight; fa^,<^nw*,.tur» tty 'wheel. 

SCENE ch&n&tt* «'p#*t of t.ffaih* „ 

E*ttr Edgar., 

BJg. T ' V E heafd my felf proclaim'd ; 

X And, by the happy hollow of aftee*. 
Efcap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place, 
That Guard and moft unufual violate 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may ie*pe^ 



4flP King t? k av 

Corn. What was th* offfence you gaye him }' 

Stew, I never gave him. any : 
It pleas'd the King his matter very lately 
To ftrike at-me upqn his.mifconfttuttk>i> : 
When heconjupd, and flattering his dtfpteaft>re>- 
Tript me behind; being down, infultea, rai)*d; 
And put upon him fuch a deal of man, that 
That worth ied him ; opt praites of the King* 
For him attempting who was felf-fabdu'd ; 
And, in the fle&ment of this, dread exploit, 
Drew on me here, again, 

Kent. None of thefe rogues and cowards, 
But Afax is their fool. 

Corn, Fetch forth the Stocks. 
You ftubborn ancient knave* you rev'rend braggart* 
We'll teach you, ■ * . 

Kent, Sir, I am- too old to learn : 
Gall not y our Stocks fox Jtui, Ifervethe King; 
On whole imployment I was lent to you. 
You (hall do (mall refpeft, (hew too bold, malice 
Againftthe grace and perfon of my. mailer, 
Stocking his meflenger. 

Corn, Fetchibrth the Stock*; 
As I have life and honour, there fell he fit till noon. 

Peg, 'Till noon ! till night, my lord, and all night too* 

Kmt, Why, Madam, if 1 were, your father's dog, * 
You could not ufe me fo. 

Reg, Sir, being his knave, I' will. [Stocks Irougfo out* 

Corn. This is a fellow of the felf fame naturt- 
€>ur fitter fpeaks. of. Corae> bring away the Stocks 

GJo. Let me befcech your Grace.not to do fo ; 
His fault js much, and the good King his mafttr 
Will check him for't; your purposed low correction 
Is fuch, as bafeft.and the meaneft wretches 
For pil/Vings, and moil common trefpailes, 
Are punifli'd with. The King muft take it ilk 
That he, fa flightly valued in his meffenger, . 
Should have him thus reffrai.n'd: 

Corn. Pllanfwer that. 

&£ My Siiier may receive K much more^worftj 

To 



' Eh% Liar, 4* 

Tfrhave her Gentleman abus'd, aflaulted, 

for following her af&irs. Pot in his legr ■ ■ « 

[Kent m put fft the tooth* 
Come, my lord, away. [Bxeunt Regan aM Cornwall, 

Glo Vm forry for thee, friend; *tistbeDukeVpleafure». 
Whoffe difpofition, all the world well, knows; 
Will not be rubb'd nor ftop'd. I'M intreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray, do not, Sir. IVe watth'd and travellM 
hard; 
Some time I rtiaB deep oat, the reft Til whjftfe : 
A good roan's fortune may grow oat aj heels \ 
Give you good morrow. 

Gk. The Duke's to blame in this, 'twill be 91 taken*. 

[Exit*. 

fat. Good King, that mult approve the common Saw* 
Thou out of heaven's bcnediftion comft 
To the warm fcn-l 
Apfirqqfihi thou beacon to this under- globe, 

[Lco&ng up to tbt mm*. 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Berufe this letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles. 
But mifery. I know, 'tis from- Gerth&a ; - 
Who had* soft fc^UPWly bee n inform'* 
Of my obfeured courfe', I fhaJJ fin4 time 
From this enormous ftattb an4feektogji»e' % 
Lofles their remedies. All weary and o\&>wifccn\k 
Take vantage* heavy *yVh *& to behold 
This ftiameful lodging. 
Fortune, good nigh*; (s^.o^^morf, turn thy wheel; 

SCENE ch*r&*t* a^rt of * He$ik*. . 

Enter Edgar.. 

JUg. T ' V E heard my felf proclaim'd ; 

X And, by the happy hollow of atree,. 
Bfcap'd the hunt. No por* is free, ik> place, 
That Guard and mod unufual vigilance 
Docs not attend my taking. Whiles I may Tcape^ 



4<F King L e* a^ av 

Corn. What was th' offtnce you gajre him ?* 

Sfr«w. I never gave him. any : 
It pleas'd the King his mailer very lately 
To (bike at me upqn hkmifconftr,uc"lk>n»: 
When he conjunct, and flattering his dlfeleafiire,- 
Tript me behind; being down, infultea, raifd; 
And put upon him fuch a deal of man, that 
That worthied him; apt praifes of the King* 
For him attempting who was felf-fubdu'd ; 
And, in the fleihment of this, dread exploit, 
Drew on me here, again, 

Kent. None, of thefe rogjues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their f6ol. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks. 
You ftubborn ancient knave* you rev'rend braggart* 
We'll teach you, ■ * . 

Kent. Sir, I am* too old to learn : 
Gall not your Stocks for m«, I fcrvethe King; 
On whole imployment I was fent to you. 
You mall do fmall refpeft, mew too bold, malice 
Againftthe grace and perftm o£ my xnafter, 
Stocking his meftenger. 

Corn. Fetchibrth the Stock*; 
As I have life and honour, there (hall he fit till noon. 

Fig. 'Till noon ! till night, my lord, and all night tocv 

R&t. Why, Madam, if I were, your father's dog, * 
You could not ufe me fo« 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [Stoch Irougk ouh 

Com. This is a fellow of the felf fame nature- 
€>ur filler fpeaks. of. Corae> bring away the Stocks* 

Glo. Let mebefcech.your Grace.nol to do fo ; 
His fault, is much, and the good King his xnafter 
Will check him for't ; your purposed low correction 
Is fuch, as bafeft-and the jneaneft; wretches 
For pilf 'rings, and .rnoft common trefpailes, 
Are puni&Yd .with. The King muft take it ilh 
That he, ffc ffightly valued in his meffenger, .. 
Should have him thus reftTain'd: 

G>r». rilanfwer that. 

Reft My Siller may receive it much moirwrftj 

To 



JE?*jj L * a *„ 4* 

T*have her Gentleman abusM, aflaulted, 

For following her af&frs. Pat in his legs ■ « 

[Kent m /a/ in the Stoeh. 
Cotne, my lord, away. [Bxeunt £egan *df Cornwall. 

Glo Vm forry for thee, friend; 'tis the DufceVpleafure*. 
Whoffe difpofilion, all the worjd well, knows; 
Will not be rubb/d nor ftop'd. PH intreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray, do not, Sir. IVe watch'd and traveHVL 
hard; 
Some time I fhaH fleep out, the rctft 111 whiftfe : 
A good m,an r s fortune may grow out at heels i 
Give you good morrow. 

GU. The Pake's to blame in this, 'twill be fll releeiU- 

[Exih. 

Jfe&. Good King, that muft- approve the common Saw*. 
Thou out of heaven's benedifowi c©m*fr 
To the warm fh»l 
A iywfr* *b&& beacon to this under- globe,. 

[Looting u} to tbi mm*. 
That by thy comfortable beam* I may 
Berufe this, letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles. 
But mifery. I know, 'tis from- GotMia ; • 
Who h*t& soft faftuutfriy been infprm^ 
Of my obfcured courfc. I maJJ find time 
From this enormous fl#t*, *&4c fcefe to* give' * 
Lofles their remedies. All weary and Q ©rnWifcch'Q, 
Take vantage* heavy eya*, n# to behqIA. 
This ftiameful lodging. 
Fortune, goodnight {^,(^1^ more, turn thy wh««. 

S C E N; K ck#r%t*U *.p4*t. of j.Ifyik* 

Enter Edgar., 

BJg. T ' V E heafd my felf proclaim'd ; 

X And, by the happy hollow of a-tree*. 
Bfcap'd the hunt. No port' is free, no plaxe, 
That Guard and moft unufual vigilance 
Doc$ not attend my taking. Whiles I may ^W^^i 



4G> King' t e* a^ av 

Corn. What was th' oflfcnce you gajre him Y 

Stew: I nerer gave him. any : 
It pleas'd the King his matter very lately: 
^To ftrike at me upqn hkmiftonfttu&ior*: 
When he conjunct, and flattering his dh%l?aftirey' 
Tript me behind; being down, infulted, raiW;. 
And put upon him fuch a deal of man, that 
That worth ied him; apt praites of the King* 
For him attempting who was felf-fabdu'd; 
And, in the fle&ment of this, dread exploit, 
Drew on me here, again, 

Kent. None of th^fe rogues and' cowards, 
But Aj'ax is their fool. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks. 
You ftubborn ancient knave*, you revVend braggart* 
We'll teach you, ■ t * . 

Kent. Sir, I am* too old to learn : 
Gall not your Stocks for m*, I ferve the King;- 
On whole imployment I Was fent to you. 
You mall do imall refped, fhew too bold, malice 
AgainflUhe grace and perfon o£ my mafter, 
Stocking his meflenger. 

Corn. Fetch.forth the Stock*; 
As I have life and honour, there (hall he fit till noon. 

Reg. 'Till noon I till night, my lord, and all night toov 

Kent. Why, Madam, if I were, your father's dog, * 
You could not ufe me fo. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, T will'. [Sf opts brought- out*. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the felf fame nature 
€>urMerfpeaks.of. Come, bring away the Stocks 

Gk. Let mebefeVch.your Grace.not to do fo ; 
His fault js much, and the good King his mafttr 
Will check him for't; your purposed low corre&ioi* • 
Is fuch, as bafeil and the meaner^ wretches 
For. pilf 'rings, and moft common trefpailes, 
Are pu.nifli'd .with. The King muft take it % 
That he, fp flightly valued in his meffenger, 
Should have him thus reftraiu'd: 

Corn. riLanfwer that. 

Re£ My Siller may receive kmudxmore^worftj 

To 




T« have her Gentleman abus'd, affaultcd, 

For following her af&trs. Pot in his legs——* 

[Kent is put bt the Stoch. 
Come, my lord, away, \fixeunt Kegan tM Cornwall* 

Glo Vm forry for thee, friend; 'tis the DufceVpleafure*. 
Whoffe difpofition, all the world weH knows; 
Will not be rubb'd nor ftop'd. l'H intreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray 4 do not, Sir. IVe watth'd and travellVL 
hard ; 
Some time I fhaB deep out, the reft 1*11 whjftfe : 
A good rnan r s fortune may grow out at heels ; 
Give you good morrow. 

Gk. The Duke's to blame in tfcis, 'twill be 91 taken. 

[Exit.. 

font. Good King, that rnuft approve the cojntnoft 8awy 
Thou out of heaven's benediftton comft 
To the warm flia-l 
Aooroachi thw* beacon to this under-glpbe, 

WHW [Lcokhtguftotbimc*^ 

That by thy comfortably beam* I may 
¥erufe this letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles* 
But mifery . I know, 'tis from- GordtUa \ 
Who hath: soft faggnafftjy buf n inform'* 
Of my obfcured courfe, I ihaJJ fin4 time 
From this enormous ftatflb an4cfeektogiw - , * 
LofTes their remedies. All weary ai>4 q qr<iwa*ch 4* 
Take vantage, heavy «y$*, n$t to behqlA. 
This ihametul lodging. 

Fortune, good nighjt ; fi*S&QlM* more, turn tty wheel* 

[fle Jlte(s. 

S G E N. K okaq&i+tQ *,&** of *.H*$ik*. , 

Enttr Edgar*, 

JUg. T ' V E hea*d my felf proclaimed I 

X And, by the happy hollow of a-tree^. 
Bfcap'd the hunt. No por* is free, no; pl* ce » 
That Guard and moft unufual vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may Tc^pe^ 



4* King Lea vlI 

I will prefenve my felf : and am bethought 
To take the bafcft and the poorcft fhape, 
That ever fcnurv in contempt of man 
Brought near to beaft: my face I'll grime with filth ? 
Blanket my loins j elfe all my hair in knots ; 
And with prefcnted nakednefs out-face 
The winds, and perfections of the skv. 
The country gives me proof and prefident 
Of bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices. 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, fprigs of rofemary; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, flieep-coats and mills, 
Sometimes with lunatick bans, fometimes with pray'rs, 
Inforcc their charity ; poor Turljgood! poor Torn!— — 
That's fomething s yet^: Edgar I nothing am. 

SCENE changes, again* to the Earl $/ 
Glotex CaftU. 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 
tear. J'T* I S ftrangc, that they would fo depart from 



I home, 

ot lend 



And not lend back my meffenger. 

Gent. As I lcara'd, 
The night before, there was no purpofe in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, noble matter ! 

Lear. Ha I mak'ft thou thy mame thy paftime ? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha, he wears cruel garters ; horfes are ty'd 
by the heads, dogs and bears by th* neck, monkeys by 
th' loins, and men by th' legs ; when a man is ovee- 
lufty at legs, then he wears wooden nether flocks. 

Lear. What's he, that hath fo much tby Place miftook* 
To fet thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and fce, 
Your Con and daughter. 

Lear. No. 

KenU 




King Liar. 42 

Kent. Yes. 

hear. No; I fay, 

Kent. I fay, yea. 4 

£**r. By Jupiter, Ifwear, no. 

J&w/, By 7*w, I fwear, ay. 

£*w*. They durft not do't. 
They could, not, would not do?t ; 'tis worfe than murther, 
To do upon refpeft fuch violent outrage : 
Refolve me with all modeft hafte, which way 
Thou might'ft deferve, or they impofe this ufage, 
Coming from us ? 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your Highnefs' letters to them, 
Ere I was rifen from the place, that ihew'd 
My dutv kneeling, came a reeking Poft, 
Stew'd in his hafte, half breathlefs, panting forth 
Prom Gonerill his miftrefs, falutation ; * 

Delivered letters fpight of intermiffion, 
Which prefently they read : on whofe contents 
They fummon'd up their meiny, ftrait took horfe ; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leifure of their anfwer ; gave me cold looks \ 
And meeting here the other meflenger, 
Whofe welcome, I perceiv'd, had poifon'd mine \ 
(Being the very fellow, which of late 
Difplay'd fo faucily againft your Highnefs,) 
Having more man than wit about me, I drew; 
He rais'd the houfe with loud and coward cries : 
Your fon and daughter found this trefpafs worth 
The fhame which here it fufFeri. 

Fool. Winter's riot gone yet, if the wild gecfe fly that 
way. 
Fathers, that wear rags, 
Do make their children blind ; 
Bat fathers, that bear bags, 
Shall fee their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whore,. 
Ne'er turns the key to th' poor; 
Bat, for all this, thou (halt Have as many dolburs from 
Thy dear, daughters, as thou canft tell in a year. 



fa King Lb-ajt, 

Lear. Oh, how this mother fwells up tow'rd»y beati? 
Hyfterica paffio, down, thou climbing (arrow, 
Thy element's below ; where is this daughter? 

Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within* 

Lear. Follow me not ; ftay here. ££*if- 

Gen. Made you no more offence. 
But what you fpeak of? 

<%»/-. Hone. 
How chance the King comes with fo fijiall a. number ? 

Fool. An thou hadft'been fej i v th' flocks for tha* cj^e- 
ftion, tfcooVi ft weft deferved it. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. We'll fet thee to fcboot to an Ant, to tea/cb tkee 
there's no laboring i* th' winter. All, that follaw. their 
aofes are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there'* 
not a nofe among; twenty, but can fmell him? th*t'*ftink- 
ine— — let g^thy h*ld, when, a grea* wheel niasdawa 
a hill, left it break thy neck with fallowing it* but the 
•great one that goes upward, let him; draw the*, after. 
When a wife man gives thee better cou&fel,. giv« me 
mine again; I would have none, but knfcve& IHlpw i** 
fince a fooLdves,it. 
That Sir, which ferves fox gain* 
And follows but for form, < ' 

Will pack, when it begins tQ ram, 
And leave thee in the ftorm : 
But I will tarry,, the fool'wiH ftay,. 
And let the wife man fty : 
The knave turns fool,, that runs away.j 
The fool no knave, perdy, 

gent. Where learn'd you this.* fool? 

Taol. Not i' th* Stocks/ fool. 

Enter Lear and Gl&'Sen 
Lear. Deny to fpeak with me? they're fick* they're 
weary, 
They have traveled all the night? mere fcttbes* 
The images of revolt and flylog off« 
Brinff me abetter a^w,ej-w«—^ 

G&. My. dear,!^., . ^ 



Leah. 45 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke : 
tfow unrentable, and £xt he is 
In his own oourfe. 

Lair, Vengeance! plague! death! confufion I — — * 
fiftry ? What fiery quality } why, Wjltr, 
I'd fpeak with th' Duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

Gh. Well, my good lord, I have informed them fo;. 

Lear. Informed them ? doll thou underftand me, man ? 

G!o. Ay, my good k>rd ? . 

Lear, The j£mg would fpeak with Ctnrwmtl, the 
dear father 
Wou'd with his daughter fpeak $ commands her ferries: 
Are they inform* d of this ? — my breath And blood ! -»- 
Piery ? the fiery duke ? tell the hot Duke, that— *—— 
No, but not yet; may be, he is not well j 
Infirmity doth ftill neglect alt office, 
Whereto our health is bound * we're not oar felvts. 
When Nature, being oppreft, commands the mind 
To fuffer with the body. I'll forbear j 
And am fall'n out with my more headier will, 
To ta ke the indifpos'd and Jiokly iit 
For the found man. — Death on my ftate ! but wherefoifc 
Should he fit here r this Aft periuades me, 
That this remotionof the Duke and her 
Is practice onlv. Give roe my fervant forth ; 
Go, tell the Duke and's wife, I'd fpeak with them : 
Now, prefently, • — bid them come forth and hear me» 
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the -drum, 
Till it cry, fleep to death. 

Gto. I would have all well betwixt you. [Exit* 

L*ar. Ohafle, my heart! iny rifirtg heart ! but down. 

tmi. Cry 40 itj aumcte, astbeeockaey did to the Eels, 

**!!«* ihe t>« «hem i' eh* Party aH*e ; me rapt Vm oW 

cottlottibs With* flick, and try'd, down wantons, down ; 

Twas h*r brother, that in jm*e kindnefs to his horfe 

1 butter'd his hay, 

Ehttt Cornwall, Regan, Gro'fter, and Servants. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 
Corn. Hail to your Grace ! [Kent is fit at liberty. 

Reg. 



46 &ng Lear. 

'Reg. I am glad to fee your Highnefs. 

Lear. Regan, I think, you are; I know, what reafofr 
I have to think fo ; if thou wert not glad/ 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulchring an adult'refs. O, are you free ? [To Kent, 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy fitter's naught : oh Regan, fhe hath tied 
£}harp-tooth'd unkindnefs, like a vulture here ; 

[Points to his heart* 
I can fcarce fpeak to thee ; thou'lt not believe, 
.With how deprav'd a quality — oh Regan ! — 

Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience; I have Hope; 
You lefs know how to value her defert, 
Than fhe to fcant her duty. 

Lear. Say ? How is that ? m ■ 

.Reg. I cannot think, my fitter in theleaft 
Would fail her obligation. If, perchance, 
She have reftrain'd die riots of your followers ; 
'Tis on fuch ground, and to fuch wholefom end. 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curfes on her 1 — — 

Reg, O Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you iftands on the very verge 
Of her confine ; you fhould be rul'd and led 
By fome difcretion, that difcerns your ftate 
Better than you your Self: therefore, I pray you. 
That to our fitter you do make return ; 
Say, you have wrong'd her, Sir. 

Lear. Ask her forgivenefs ? 
Do you bat mark, how this becomes the Ufe? (9) 

(9) Do you but mark bow this becomes the Houfe ?] This Phrafc 
to me is unintelligible, and fetms to fay nothing to the pur- 
pofe : Neither can it mean, as I conceive, how this becomes 
the Order of Families. Lear would certainly intend to reply, 
bow does asking my Daughters Forgivenefs become me as a 
Father, and agree with common Famio.n, the eftablifh'd Rule 
and Cuftom of Nature ? It feems, therefore, no Doubt to me, 
but the Poet wrote, as 1 have alter' d the Text. And that £*«*<- 
fpeare employs Ufe in this Signification, is too obvious .to want 
a Proof. " 

Dear 
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Dear daughter, I confefs, that I am old ; 
Age is unneceflary : On my knees I beg, 
That you'll voucmafe me/ raiment, bed, and food. 

Reg. Good Sir, no more ; thefe are unfightly tricks: 
Return you to my filler. 

Lear. Never, Regan: 
She hath abated me of half my train ; 
Look'd blank upon me ; ftruck me with her tongue (10) 
Moft ferpent-like, updn the very heart. 
All the ftor'd vengearices of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful Top ! ftrike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lamene/s f ■ ■ 

Corn. Fie, Sir! fie! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flame* 
Into her fcornful eyes ! infeft her beauty, 
You fen-fuck'd fogs, drawn by the pow'rful fun' 
To fall, and Waft her pride. 

Reg. O the bleft Gods! ^ . 

So will you wifh on me, when the ram mood is on* 

Lear. No, Regan, thou fhalt never have my curfe : 
Thy tender-hefted nature fhall not give 
Thee o'er to harfhnefs ; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn. 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleafures, to cut off my train, . 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes. 
And, inconclufion, to oppofe the bolt 
Againft my coming in. Thou better know'ft 
The offices of nature, bond of child-hood, 
Effecls of courtefie, dues of gratitude : 
Thy half o'th' Kingdom thou haft not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. , 

Reg. Good Sir, to th' purpofe. [Trumpet within. 

Lear. Who put my man i' th* Stqcks ? 

(10) Lrtd black uftn «#,] This is a Phrafe whwh.1 do not 
vnderftahd ; neither have I any where elfe met with it. But to 
kok blank is a known Expreffion, fignifying, cither to givedtfr 
couraging Looks to another, or to ftand. difinay d and difap- 
pointed OneVfelf. The Poet means here, that Gwill gave 
him c%ld t*9k*, as he before phrafes it in this play. 

Enter 



4$ King L_e a *- 

Enter Steivard. 

: torn. What trumpet's that ? 

Reg. Iknow't, my fitter's: this approves her letter* 
That (he would foon be here. Is your lady come ? 

Lear. This is a ilave, whbfe eafte*borrewdd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows. 
*Out, varlet, front my fight. 

Gt«. What means your Grace ? 

j£*/*r Gonerill. 

X^«r. Who ftockt my Tervant? Regan, I've good hope, 

Thou didrt not kftOtv pn't, ■ > , Who comes here ? 

'O ijeav'ns, 

If you do love old 4tU»n, if your fwoet fwajr, (i i) 

Hallow obedience, if your ftlv&areold, 

Make it your caufe ; fend down, ami take my part* 

Art not a&im'd to look upon this beard! 

O Rtgah,. will you take her by the hand } 

Gon. Why notfcy th' kand, Sir? how have I ofieaded? 
All's not offence, that iftdifcretion finds, 
•And dotage terms fb. 

Lear. Ofides, you*re too toogh ! 
Will you yet hold ?— **hOw came my man i' th' Stocks ? 

Corn. Iiet him there, Sir: bat his OWudiforders 
Beferv'd much kfs advancement. 

Lear. You I did you ? 

Reg. I pray you, Fatter, fceifrg w*ak, feem fo. 
If, 'till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and fojourn with my filler, 
Diftnifflng half your tram, come then to me i 
I'm now from home, and out Of that provifiom 

•j fI ) If ywir f»ett fmy 

Allow tiMUnce,] Could ftjiy Man fcltfeStiifes, «&42**r fcas 
*dffl yet, make it a Qatftiort wtetlitf Ifcaven *!hw*d Ofteei- 
encc? Undoubtedly, the Poet wrote "-^HaH** Ohdie*e*f~» 
i. e. it by your Ordinances yoa hoM and prortomice it /i««Jr- 
fed j and punife the Vldhttors^f it as fecrilfgieas Pcffea*. 

Mr, JFarbttrttfw* 

Whick 
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Which fhall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dilmifs'd? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chufe (La) 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl * 
Towage, againft the enmity o' th' air, 
Neceffity's mart) pinch — Return with her? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowVlefs took 
Our youngeft born, 1 could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and 'Squire-like penfion beg, 
To keep bafe life a-foot ; «— Return with her? 
Perfaade me rather to be Have, and fumpter, . 
To this detefted groom. 

&». At your choice, £ir. 

liar. Ipr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad : 
I will not trouble thee, my child. Farewel ; 
We'll no more meet, no more fee one another ; 
But yet thou art my fleih, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a difeafe that's in my flefti, 
Which I mull needs call mine ; thou art a bile, 
A plague- fore, or imbofied carbuncle, 
In my corrupted blood ; but I'll not chide thee. 
Let (name come when it will. I do not call it : ' 

I do not bid the thundeM>earer (hoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove, 
Mend when thou canft * be better at thy leifure. 
1 can be patient, I can Hay with Regan 1 
I, and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether fc> ; 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome 2 give eir to my fitter^ 



(12) ■ _ 1 M*d cbttfe 

T« wage againfi the tnmity 9* the stir, 

T« be a Comrade with the Wolf **d Ovtl, 

Jfeceffit/t Jbarp Pinch.] The Breach f f the $enfe here 
a anantieft Proof, that thefe Lines were tranfpot'd by the fine 
Editors : Neither can there be any Syntax or Grammatical Cohe- 
rence, unlefs we fuppofe Necejfrft Jbarp Pinch \6 be the Accuf*- 
tive to soagt. As J have plac'd the Verfei, the Senfe is fine and 
eafy ; and the Sentence compleat audiuuuYd, 
Vol. VL C For 



For thofc tk&magl* reafo* wah vo** paAdnv 
.Muft be content tcKthkik uoa> old, and i*— • 
But fhe knows what ft* does. 

£*2r. Is this, well fpojfcen ? * . 

J&£. I dare avouch it, Sin what, fifty follower*? 
Js it not well? wbatfliould yoiLnetd.of mono? 
Yea, or ib many? fine* beta dMtrge, and danger 
Speak 'gain** To great a>nu*ibor : bow i*<o*«-boufe 
Should many people under two? romjnafids - 
Hold apaity ? 'tis hard, almoft iropofibj* 

G*». Why might notyou, my lesd> reeciva attendance 
From thofe that fhe calls fervant*,. or fraobmiae I 

Rig. Why not, my lord.? if the* they cfcanc'& to 
flack ye, 
We could controul them j if you'll come to, me* 
(For now I fpy a danger), i introat you ; 
To bring but five: and. twenty. ;, to noinore- 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all ■■ < ^ - 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. . Made you nty Guardian** my depofitaries i 
But kept a f efejyation to be followed 
With uich a numb**; m*ft I cojae to* you 
With five and twenty ? Regan> (aid y*n U> ? 

Reg. . And fpenk't again* my lprd» hq more with me. 

JLazr.Thofe wkked creature* yet do look well- favourM* 
When others are more wicked: Not< being; wotft,. 
Stands in fome rank of praife-.; ill go with thee ; 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty 5 
And thou art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord ; 
What need you nVe and twenty, ten,, ox fixe* 
To follow in a houfe, where twice fib many - 
Have a command to teed yon ? 

Reg. What needs one ? 

Lear. O, reafon not the need : our bftfeft beggars 
Are in the pooreft thing fuperftuous; 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, ' 
Man's life is cheap as beafts*. Thou art a lady ; 
if only to go warm were gorgeous, | 

Why 
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item* thevftfkar, fool me not fo much 

To haw * twsfl*, tftte&m* wttfrfttfof, ^^ 

OJetaotwomm'tfettjKW,., ****.■* ^ 

IwJ have fuch«venge» en ye, both* ** 

That tf *e world &all^_ j *;„ ^ach thing, 
What they are, yet I know no* ; bw thry ftall fie 
The tomw <tf dfe eXrth : you thin*, T^Sp. 

This heart ftaU break into a thoufand 8***' 
Or ere I weep. ©fool, I ihall go mad . 

G*». Y^hfctfWkblaiiehaApntimfclf f»m reft. 
And muft needs ttffts hts foily. ^^ **• 

»« not one follower. * * 

Gen. So am I pafpos'd* 
where is my Lord of G;fcy»rr 

&tr» Glo'der. 

9^*- -^^ ^ ^» Sive hiifc wtfy^ he.leafchimfclf. 

G«. My lordjinttearhtm by no means to*ay. 

«fc Aiaek, th**ight«omesen: aad the fciei *W. 
$o forely ruffle, formay miles about ° ^ 

There's icarce a bum. 

%. O Sir, to-wafel»ea». 
*hc injuries, that they themforves jtwiiue, 

C> , Mut 
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Muft be their fch'ool-mafters : lhut up' your doors $ 
He is attended with a defo'rate train; 
And what they may incenfe him to. being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wifdom bids fear. 

Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord, 'tis awild night. 
My Regan counfels well : come out 0' th' ftorm. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT IIL 
SCENE, 4 Heath. 

A Jlerm is heard, with thunder and Ughtning. Enter 
Kent, and a Gentleman y fever ally. 

X M N T. 

WHO's these, befidcs foul weather? 
Cent. One minded like the weather, moft 
unquietly. 

Kent. I know you ; where Vthe King? l 

Gent. Contending with the fretful elements ; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea* 
Or fwell the curled waters 'bove die main, 
That things might change, or ceafe: tears his white hair; 
(Which the impetuous blafts with eyelefc rage 
Catch in their fury, anfl make nothing of) . 
Strives in his little World of Man t' outfcorn 
The to-and fro-confli&ing Wind and Rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
The lion, and the belly-pmched wolf 
Keep th&r furr dry ; unbonnetted he runs, 
And bids what will, take all* 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to outjeft 
His heart-ftruck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you. 
And dare, upon the warrant erf my note, 
Commend adearthing to you. There's divifioft 

'■.--* - ' (Al 
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(Although as yet the face of it is cover'd 

With mutual conning) \wixtJftany and Cornwall: 

Who have fas who have not, whom their great ftars ( 1 ^) 

Throne and fethigh ? J fervants, who feem no lefs ; 

Which are to France the fpies and fpeculations 

Intelligent of our ftate. What hath been fcen, 

Either in fnuflfs and packings of the Dukes ; 

Or the hard win, which both of them have borne 

Againft the old kind king ; or fomething deeper, 

(Whereof, perchance, thefe are but furnifhings — — )' 

Bat true it is, from France there comes a power 

Into this fcatter'd kingdom ; who already, 

Wife in our negligence, have fecret fea 

In fame of our beft ports, and are at point 

To (how their open banner — — Now to you, 

If on my credit you dare build fofcr 

To make your ipced to Dover, you fhall find 

Some that will thank you, making iuft report 

Of. how unnatural and bemadding forrow 

The Sling hath caufe to plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding, 

And from fome knowledge and affurance of you, 

Offer this office. 

Gent. Ill talk further with you. 

Kent. No, do not: 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out- wall, open this purie and take 
What it contains. It you fhall fee Cordelia, 
(As, fear not, but you fhall) ihew her that Ring, 
And ftie will tell you who this fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this florm ! 
I will go feek the King. 

(13) Wbe bsve, eu *>U b*oe »•*,- ] The eight fubfequent: 

Verfes were degraded by Mr. Pope, as unintelligible, and to no 
purpofe. For my part, I fee nothing in them but what is very 
tafy to be underftoodj and the Lines feem'ablblately neceffary 
te clear up theMotives, upon which Tra nceprepar'd his Invaflon i 
aw without them is the Sen* of the Context compleat. 

C , Gent. 
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G«*/. Give me your hand, have you no more to fay ? 

&*/. F«v words, but, to offeft, more than aH yet ; 
That, when we hay* found the King, (in which you take 
That way, I this :) he that fcft lights on him, 
Halloa the other. [Exeunt feyerallj. 

StqmJiJL Bnter J^ear and F&J. 

Lear. Blow winds, and crack your cheeks ; rage, blow f 
You catarafts, and hurricanoes, fpout 
' HH yon have drencht our fteefdes, drown'd the cocks ! 
You lulph'rous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe my white head. And thou ail-fhaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thkk rotundity o'th' world ; 
Crack nature's mould, all gennuu fpiS at once (if) 
That make ingrateful man.. 

FooL O nunclc, court-holy -water In a dry. houfe is 
better than the ram-waters out o' floor. Good nuncje, 
in, and ask thy daughter* bfcffing : here's a night, that 
jities neither wife men nor fool*. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly fall, fpk lire, fpoutfrain i 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, 6ra, are my daughters, ; 
I tax not you, you elements, with unjrindn&s ; 
I never gave you kingdom, cott'd yo* children j 
You owe me no fubfeription. Then let fall 

(14) Crack Natifra Mould, all Germains fciti at once.] Thus 
all the Editions have given us this Pajftge, and Mr. P*f* has 
•xplain'4 Cermsim, to mean relation, or kindred Elements, 
Then it mutt have beea remain (from the Latim A4j*6fre> 
germanus \ ) a Word more ttan ojwc * fed by aur Author, tho' 
always falfe fpelt by his Editors. But thf f •** meapa hare, 
41 Crack Nature's Mould, and fpill all the Seeds of Matter, that 
¥ are toar<**4 *»**« it." Tp rttriTI iphjch Je*fe, w ^a 
HKfifc Qftpim \ (i SuJbfcntivc deriy>J frpm £<'«(?, W& : as 
|Af pty QmjaOei egpojiqtf it',) Al<J to *»* .thi* $mepdatioo 
leypnd all Pxmbfe J'tf jpoffc* one Patfaje, where pur ±|it}M>r 
l»ot only u& *&e fcme TJwfifo tf W* K< *f Wwl (Ip* after* 
ui«s.myp^4ica4on^ tiklrj*Nr r *T*1*\ 

Let Naturt erujb tbe Sides •* & Earth together, 
i&d mart tit Sttdiviitkittr 

Your 
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Your haraMa i^Itatou. $ — - -here! fend, yeurflavci 

A poor, infirm, weak, «*d defpkVl old man f 

But yet I call you fervile mimfters, 

That have with two a ernkioas daughters joih'd 

Your h^-en^enderM battles, 'gainft a head . 

So old and white as this. Oh! oh! 'tisfotrf. 

/W. He tiiat has a honfe to purts head in, has a 
pod head-pieoeu , 

The codpiece that will house, before the head has any, 

The head and he (hall 16 wfe ; . fo beggars marry many. 

That man that makes his toe, what he hts heart would 
make, 

Shall of a com cry woe, and torn his fleep H> wake. 

For there was never yet fair woiaan,bat fee made mouths 

ia a glass. 

ft tfom> Entir Kent. 

Liar. No, I will he the pattern of all patience, 
I will fay nothing. 

X*u. Who's there? 

JW. Marry here** {race, and a cod-piece, that's a 
wife man and a fool, 

Kcwt. Alas, Sir, are you hettf things, that love night,. 
Lava not fuch nights as thefe : the wrathful skies 
G allow the very waadVen of the dark, 
And make them keep their Caves : fince I was man, 
Such fheets of fire, loch burftsof horrid thunder. 
Such groan) of roaring wind and ram, I never * 
Remember to have heard. Man's nature cannot carry 
Th' affli&on, nor the force. 

Lear. Let the great Gods, 
That keep this dreadftii podder o'er oar heads, 
Find out their enemies now. T«emble,v thou wretch* 
That haft within thee undivulged crimes, < 
Unwhipt of juftice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand, 
Thou Perjure, and thou Simular of virtue, 
That art inceftuous : cait&V make to pieces, 
That under covert and convenient Iteming, 
Had pra&is'd oa man's life ! — Clofe peat-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and ask 

* C 4 Thefe 
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Thefe dreadful fummoners grace. — I aife a j 
More finn'd agakift, than finning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendihip will it lend you 'gainft the tempefr r 
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe 
(More hard than is the ftone whereof 'tis rais'd 3 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force 
Their 4cante3 court efie. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on, my boy. How doft, my boy ? art cold? 
I'm cold my'&lf. Where is the ftraw, my fellow! 
The art of out nece&ties is ftrange, 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel: 
Poor fool and knave, I've one part in- my heart, 
That's fbrry yet for thee. 

Fool; He that has an a little tynie *wit, 

With heigh ho, the wind and the rain ; 
Muji make content nuitb his fortunes ft y 
Though the rain it rainetb every day. 

Lear*. True, my good boy : come, bring us to this 
hovel. [Exit* 

Fool. 'Tis a brave night to cool a cnrtesuuu 
III fpeak a prophecy, or ere I go ; 
When priefts are more in words than matter, 
When brewers marr their malt with watery 
When, nobles are their tailors' tutors ; 
No hereticks burn'd, but wenches 9 fuitors % 
When every cafe in law is right, 
No 'Squire in debt, nor no poor Knight & 
When flanders do not live in tongues, 
And cut-purfes come not to throngs ; 
When uuirers tell their gold i % th' field* 
And bawds and whores do churches build : 
Then fliall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confuiion : 
Then comes the time, who lives to (et% 
That Going (hall be us'd with feet. 

This 
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This prophecy Merlin fhall make, for I da Eve before 
liis time. [Exit* 

SCENE, jfc apartment in Glo'fter'j cafifo 

Enter Glower, and Edmund;. 

&o. \ LACK, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnav 
/\ tural dealing ; when I defir'd their leave that 
I might pity him, they took from me the ufe of mine* 
" own houfe ; charg'd me on pain of perpetual difpleafore,. 
neither to fpeak of him,, entreat for- him, or. any way. 
fuftain him.. 

Edm. Moft favage and unnatural V 

Glo Go to; fay you nothing. There is divifion be- 
tween the Dukes, and a worfe matter than that : I have 
receivM a letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be fpoken ; 
(I have lock'd the letter in my dofet :) thefe injuries, the 
King now bears,. will be revenged home; there is part, 
ofa power already footed j we moft incline to the King * 
I will look for him, and privily relieve him ; go vou, and 
maintain a talk with thejDuke, that my charity be not of 
him perceiv\L;,if he. ask f6r rue, PamittV and gone to ■ 
bed ; if I die for it, as no lefs is threatened me,* the King . 
my old matter muft be reliev'd. There are ftrange things * 
toward, Edmund; pray you, be careful. ££*ir. . 

Edm. This courteiie, forbid thee, ihaD the Duke. 
Inftantly know, and of. that letter too. 
This feems a fair deferying, and muft draw me * 
That which my father lofes ; no lefs than all. 
The .ypung^r riles, ,when the. old doth fall/ {Exit?. 

SCENE changes to a part of tie Hiath wtb aHoveLi 

Eiiter tear, Kent* and Fool;! 
K&t. TJ ERE is the place, my lord.; good my lord, , 

JLX enter. 

The tyranny c*\ the open night's toa r*ugh 
Ear nature. Jb endure. ' " ~ [§torm ftitt:. 

C*£ ,'* Lear. 
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Z#wn Let *if ij*np, 
JT^. Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Will' t break my heart ? 
Jfat.VJL r*ftgr \>*wk wincown;Ngoo4 njf !*rf, e«rer. 
iLw. Thou think'ft 'tis much, that this contention* 
dorm 
Invades us to the skin; fo 'tis to thee; 
$ut where {he gpeajer malady is fo«, 
The Jeffisr is fc^rce fejt. Thpu/dft flnxn a tear * 
$ut if thy ftight lay toward the ro^rin^ fea, 
Thou'dft meet the for? ttf nwth. Whenthe mind's f«e^ 
• The bogy's dejiqrte } tfce Jeoipeft in my mind 
Doth from my fenles take all Feeling elfe, 
Save what beats there. Filial ingrstitpte f 
Is it nor, gs this m© uth mould tear this han£ 

for lifting food *o*t ? * But HI punifh home 5 

No,, J vtty w*P no more -^-^ In Tuch a night, 
<Tp ftut; me put? «— m> pour on, I will endure ;* c 
In fuch a night as this ? O &g4*, Gonerill x 
Your 0I4 kip4 father, whpfc frank heart gave all — u. 
&* && way watfaefs lies ; let in* Ihun that i 
•No smye of that r « . ■ : 

4J?*f. Q6o$ my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thy felf; feek thine owtreafe* 
This Tepipeft will not give m« leave to ponder 
.0$ Things wouM hurt me more — but I'll go in*;. 
*n, boy, go fjrfj^ You boufejefs poverty ™*- 
Nay, get thee, irtf ViX pray, and then 111 fleep— «» 
Poor naked wretches, wherefoe'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitijefsftprm T 
|ipw mail your houlelefs heads, and unfed fides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedneft, defend you 
Frftm feafonj fcch as tl^efe? ■ « g * » O, I have ta'e* 
Too little care of this ! take phyfick, Pomp; 
Expofe thy feif to feel what wretekes fed, 
That thoo may 'A ibake the fuperilu? tP the»V 
And Ihew the Heavens more jafL [ppprfvww. 

Edg. [<witbin.] Fathom and half, fathom and half ! 

Fool.. Cqmenot in here, rtunde, here^s afpirk; help. 
Be, help me. [Tb* Epai rum ottfrvm Ak *o*eL 

Ktnt*. 
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j&*. Gke me thy hand, who's there ?' 
iW. Afpirit, afpirit; he fays, his name's poor Tmu 
Ktnt. What art tboa, that doft grumble there i'th* 
faewr* coomb forth. 

£*ftr Edgar, &fgms*d Kh a Madnmnk 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me. Through the- 
figrp hawthorn blows the cold wind- Humph, gp to> 
tby bed a**d warm thee; 

<. &*r. Didft thou give all toothy. daughters-?' and art 
thsm come to this ? 

•. Edg. Who gives -any thing to poor Tim? whom the 
firol £end hath led through tire and through Aame^. 
through find .and whirpoob o'er bog and quagmire; 
that bath laid kaives under his pillow, and halters in his 
pew ; fet ratsbane by his Porridge, made him proud of 
: heart, to ride on a bay trotting horfe, over four xnch'd 
bridges, to courie his own fhaaow for a traitor, — blcfc 
thy five wits; Toms a-cold. O do*.de, do r de, do, de ; 

Wefi xhee from whirl-winds, ftar-blafting, and. 

taking; do poor Tarn (bote charity, whom the foul fiend 
vexes* There could I have hixa now, and there, and 
here again, and there. [Storm fiilL 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to this 
pais? 
Cood'ft thou fiive nothing r" did'ft thou give 'em all ? 

#*»/. Nay, he refcrva a blanket, elfe we had been, 
all ihanmd. 

lexr Now all the plagues, that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er mens' faults, light orr thy daughters ! 

&mt. He hath.no daughters, Sir. 

£«r. Death.! traitor, nothing could have fubdu'di 
nature » 
To fach a lownefs* but his unkind daughters. 
{s it the fafhion, that difcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flefh<? 
Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flefh begot 
Thofe pelican daughters. . 

Edg, Pillkock. tot on pillicock-hill, halloo, halloo*. 
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Fool: This cold night will torn us allr to fools, and 
madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o ? th* Jbul fiends obey thy parents ;; 
keep thy word juftly ; fwear not ; commit not wish 
man's fvvorn fpoafe ; fet not thy fweet heart on proud 
array. Tom's a- cold. 

Lear. What haft' thou been ? 

Edg. A ferving man, proud m* heart and mind ; that 
cuiTd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ferv'd the luft. 
of my miftrefs's heart, and did the ace of darknefs with- 
her : fworeas many oaths as I fpake > words, and broke 
them in the fweet face of heav'n. One that flept in the- 
contriving luft,- and wak'd to do it. Wine Iov'd I deeply ;« 
dice dearly ; and in woman, out-paramour'd the Turfi. 
Falfc of heart, light of ear, bloody of hand ; hog in 
floth,. fox in ileal th, wolf in greediness, dog in madnefs, 
lion in prey. Let not the creaking of ihoes> nor the 
Tuffling of filks, betray thy poor heart to woman. Keep* 
thy foot out of brothels; thy hand oat of plackets* thy 
pen from lenders 1 books, and defie the foul fiend. " StiH< 
through the hawthorn blows the cold wind : fays- fuunr, 
mun, nonny, dolphin my boy, boy^ &fey .* let him 
toot by. [Storm ftilL 

hear. Thou wcrt better in thy grave, than to anfwer. 
with thy uncovered body this extremity of the skies. Is- 
man no more than this ? Confider him well. Thou owl 
the worm no filk, the beaft no hide, the (heep no wool,. 
the cat no perfume. Ha ! here's three of us are fophift*- 
cated . Thou art the thing it felf ; unaccommodated man 
is no moie but fuch a poor, bare, forked animal as thoa 
art Off, off, you leadings;. come, unbutton here. 

[Tearing off bis cktbes. 

Tool Pr'vthee, nuncie, be contented; tis a naughty 
night to fwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field were. 
like an old lecher's heart, a fmall fpark, and all the reft 
on's body cofd; look, here comes a* walking fire. 

EJg. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins at 
curfew, and walks till the firft cock ; he gives the web 
and the pin, fquints the eye, and makes the hair-lip : 
mildews the white wheat, and harts the poor creature 
•f th* earth. 8*mt* 
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JoVWithold fated thrice the Wold, (ij) 
/fif jm*/ /£* night-mare, and her nine-fold „ 
Bid bet alight, and her troth flight, . 
And aroynt thee, nmtch, aroynt thee, 

Kent'*. How fares your Grace ? 

Enter Glo'fter, wtthaTorciii 

Lear. What's he?" * . . 

Kent. Who's there? what is'i you'feek ?' 

GIo. What are you there ? your names ? 

iwsfe. Poor fom t that eats the fwimming frog, the 
toad, the tod pole; the wall-newt^ and the water-newt* 
that, in. the fury of his heart,, when the foul fiend rages, 
eats cow-dung for faflets ; fwallows the old rat, and the 
ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle of the ftanding pool ; 
who lswhipt from ty thing to tything, and ftock-puaifh'd, 
and imprifrnM : who hath had thr^ee fuits. to his hack, 
fix Hurts to his body ; 

Horfi to ride, and weapon* to wear $'• 
But mite, and rat* , and Jkcb /mall deer 
Have been Tom's food for /even long year. 

Beware my follower.: Peace, Smoltin, peace, thou fiend? 

GIo. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg, The Prince of Darknefs is a gentleman $ Mode 
He's call'd, and Mahu. 

GIo. Our fleih and blood, my ttnrd, is grown fo vile; 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edgi TonTi a-coldi 

GIo. Go in with me; my duty cannot iuffer 

(15) Swithold footed thrice the old,] What Idea the Editor* 
fad, or/ whether any, of. footing the eld, I cannot pretend to* 
determine My ingenious Friend Mr. Bijhe? faw it mvft be 
Wold, which fignffies a Down, or champion Grojmd, hill* 
and void of Wood. And as to St. WitboU; we find him again • 
mentionM in o*r Author* vSTrouf Ufa* JUign of King J*bn f Mk* 
two Parts i: 

Sweet St. Withoid, of thy Lenity, 

D*fend L Hi from* SkUjw ty>. . _^ .. 

^ * T*obey 
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T'obeym9lly^orDm^Mr^kMM0Hmmti4$t 
Though their injoadioii kttobvmy d<ms, 
And let this tyraipone sight <*ke hold upon yw ? 
Yet have I ventur'd to co»e fak yc* oufc 
And bring you, where both fixe and food is ready. . 

Lear. Firft, let me talk with this Philofopher *— 
What is the caufe of thunder* 

Kent. My good lord, take his offer. 
Go into th' houfe. 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this fame learned Ibetrani 
\V>at is your ftudy ? 
£<£. How to prevent the fiend, and to kffl vermin, 
Z*<w\ Let us ask you one word in private. 
Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord ; 
JJis Wits begin t* unfetde. 

GIo. CsudlK thou blame him f [Storm JliBl 

His Daughters feek his death : ah, that good Kent! 
He laid, it would be thus ; poor banim'd man 1 — 
Thou fay'ft, the King grows mad ; HI tell thee, friend* 
Tm almoft mad my iSf; I had a fefl. 
Now out-lawU from my blood ; he fought my life, 
But lately, very kte ; I lov'd him, friend*. 
No father his fan deaier ; true to tell thee, 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this f 
J do befeech your Grace. 

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir : 
Noble Philpiopber, youV company* 
s Edg. Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. In, fellow, into th* hovel ; keep thee warm. 

Lear. Come, let's in all. 

Kent. This way, my lord. 
. U«r. With him ; 
l will ke*p flill with my Philofedber. 

Kent, Good my lord, froth him; let him take die 
fcHow. 

Gk. Take him you on. 

Jtar\ Sirrah, come oa; akwg with ua- 

£/*r. Come, good Athenian. 

Gio. No words, no words, knfll. 

£4u Child Rowland \o the dark tower came* . 

Hi*> 



Kutmd w*»&3]» A* fok* and fwa, 

I finell the Wood of a £r;Y*0 ma*, l s ***¥» 

SCENE ritfw* i# Gb ? «tr'i C*)*/*. 

fWfrr CorawaH, and Edmund. 

Com. T Will have revenge, crt J deport his fcttfe. 

X ***• *fo*. aiylerd, I way be ctnfer'd, 
that Nature thus gives way ft loyaky, foaeahing feat* 
me to think of. 

Cent, I how peveeta. it ww not ata^&ejr your bro- 
ther's. av*l diipofeion road* km fedc to death : but « 
provoking merit, fet a- work by a reprwable tadne&ja. 
himfelf. 

&fe. How malicious i*i»y fortune, that I jnuft rt- 
pent to be juft ? tab it the Je*ter, whkh te fpofce off 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advan- 
tages oiFrmct. Qh heaven* ( that this treafaj weic 
not ; or not I the dete&or ! 

Com. Go with me to the Putehefs. 

£<//*. Ifth« matter of this paper fee certain, yOMht^e 
mighty bufrwfs in ha*4. 

£»*. True or faife, k faaihttftd* the* Euri of Wfer; 
feek out where thy father is, that he may be ready for 
our Apprebenfion. ,, 

Edm. If Ifiwih>mca»forlittgtHeKiog, it will fluff 
his &%»ci«na«re fully, —~- fa/Mr.] J will perfeme i* 
mycourfe of fey iky, tough ih<e conflift be fore be- 
tweeo*hat and my Weed. 

Cum. I will Uy truA up** ttoti and tkou ftalt fin& 
adcaser fa^horinsiy lovfi, [£*/**. 

SCEN^tf Cianftr, it* Fmm-iwfo 

Enter Kent W Glo'fter. 

6fe. T T £ R E » bettfir. than the open' Air, take it 

Jfj. thankfully : I ,wM piece oyt the cpnifort 

«kkwo*t riMwlvfrh, X wiji^ be>ng ftpm you,. 

"' - ' JL£*te 



Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to bis 
impatience : the Gods reward your kindnefs f 

Enter Lear, Edgar, andfooL 

Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Nero u an 
angler in the lake of darknefs : pray innocent, and be* 
ware the foul fiend. (16) 

/W. IVythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madma 
ka gentleman, or a yeoman ? 
Lear, A King, a King. 

Fool. No> he's a yeoman that has a gentleman to his 
fen : for he's a mad yeoman, that fees his fom a gentle- 
' man be/ore him. 

Lear. To have a thoufand with red burning, fpits • 
Cone hizzing in upon *enr — — . 
Edg. The foul fiend bites my back; 
Foal He's mad that trufts in the tamenefs of a wolf, 
the health of a horfe, the love of a boy, or the. oath of 
a whore. 

Lear, It ihall be done, I will arraign 'em flrait. 
Ceme, At thou here; m oft learned jufticer ; 
Thou, fapient Sir, fit here — now, yefhe-foxes ! — : 
Edfr Look, where fee ftands and glares., Wajitdl 
thou eyes 
At tryal, Mfcdam ? 

Come o'er the Broom, Befiy, to me. 
Bool. Her Boat hath a Leak, and Jbe muft notjpeaf, . ' 

Why jbe dares not come wer to thee. 
Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the. voice of 
ainightingata Hopdance cries in Toms belly for two 
white* Herrings.. Croak not, black angel, I have u>< 
food for thee. 

Krnti How do you, Sir? ftand you not fi> amas'd; . 
Will you lye down, and. reft upon the Camions ? 

(i6),Fraterrito. calls me,}, A* Mr* Pope had .begun to.ia- . 
felt fevcral Speeches in the mad Way, in this Scene, from the 
Old Edition j I have ventur'd to replace fevcral odlew, which 
ftand upon the fom* FVoting* and had an equal right of btuig 
■cfttfd. . 

tear* 
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Lear. ITL fee their tryal firftV bring me in the evi- 
' dence. 
Thou robed man of juftice, take thy place;. 
And thouhh yoke-fellow of equity, < 

Bench by his fide. You are o'th' commiulon, fit you too* 
Edg. Let tu deal juftly. ■ 

S/eefeJl, or wakeft thou, jelly Shepherd? 

Thy Sheep he in the Corn * 
And for one Blaft of thy minikin Mouth, 
. Thy Sbeef Jhall take no Harm. 
Purre, the Cat, is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her firft, 'tis Goner ill. I here take my 
Oath before this honourable Aflembly, fhe kick'd the 
poor King her Father. 
Fool. Come hither, Miftrefi, is your tMm&jGmrill ? 
Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry von mercy, 1 took you for a Joint-ftool. 
Lear. And here's another, whofe warot Looks pro* 
claim 
What ftore her Heart is made of. Stop her there ; 
Arms, arms, fword, fire, — Corruption in the place! 
Falfe jufticer, why haft thou let her 'fcape ? 
Edg. Blefi thy five wits.' 
Kent. O pity I Sir, where is the patience now* 
That you fo oft have boafted to retain? 

Edg. My tears begin to take his part fo much, , 

They mar my counterfeiting. . [Jfide. 

Lear. The little dogs and all, 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, fee, they bark at me— 
Edg. Tom will throw his head at them* avaunt, you) 
curs! 
Be thy mouth or black or white*. 
Tooth that poifons if it bite : 

Maftiff, grey-hound, mungril grim* » 

Hound or fpaniel, brache, orhym* % 
Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail, ^ 
Tom will make him weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head, 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are 'fled. 
D«b de* de, de : Sefey, come, march to. wakes and fain* 
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And market towns; poor Tow, thy liorn Is drjr. 

L*ar. Then let them anatomize Regan— ~ fee what 
breeds about her heart— » Is there any caufe in nature 
that makes thefe hard hearts ? You* Sir, f eatertain for 
one of my hundred ; only, 1 do not like the faftuon of 
your garments. You will fa/, the/ are PtrJ**; but 
let them be changed. 

MrmUt 61*'Acr. 

Kent. Now, good my low!, rye here and reft a while. 

£*ar. Make no noife, make a© neife, draw the curtains ; 
SjO, fe, well^ to Tapper fth' morning. 

FmL And Til go to bed at noon. 

G/o. Come hither, friend j where w the King, my 
meittrt 

Ktnt. Here, Sir, but trouble hkn not ; hwwrfe are gone. 

Gfo. Good friend, f prithee, take him in Ay arms ; 
I have e/ar-fceerd a plot of death npon him : 
There is a litter ready, lay him in*t, 
Apd drive tow^fd fiwir, friend, where tjjoufhartmeet 
Beth welcome and protee^on. Take trp thy raaftcr. 
If thou fhouM*ft dally half, an hoar, his life. 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in attired to& Take up, take up, 
And follow me; that will to 6me prpvitton 
Give jhee quick eopd«&. 

JGror. Oppreft Nature £eeps: {17) 
This Reft niight yet have bakn'd thy broken? Senfea, 
Which, if ConvenJeney will not allow, 
Stand in hard Cure. Come, help to bear t^yMader; 

(17) ,,, , oppreft M*t*t pfts\ Theft twe eencMUif 
Speeches by Kent and Edgar, tad which by ao meant ought to 
have been cut off, I hate rtAonM finom the. Old Qnarto. The 
Soliloquy of Edgar is fWfeteJjr fine* ami the &**M**«tf <rf it 
are drawn equally from Nature and the $utyt&. feftfet, with 
Regard to the Stage it is ab&latcjy necetfary : For as Edfor \% 
net defignM, in the Conftfcptitm of the Play, tp attend the King 
to Dovtr \ how abfurd would it look for a Character of his Im- 
portance to gvit the Scene without one Word faid, or the teaft 
Jatynation what we are to ezpeft from him ? 
- - Thou 
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Thorn «uft not fay fadrfnjl £7i FqoJL . 

Gh. Come, come, away. "" 

\Exatnt, heqring *Jfth$ King* 

Jf«t* Edgar. 

£fc. When we our flutters fee "bearing our Woes, 
We fcarcely think pur Miferies our Foes. 
Who alone fuffers, fuftrs moft iW Mind ; 
Leaving free things, and happy Shows behind : 
Bat .tfa#n the Mind much 6uPrance does o^rskip, 
When Grief hath Mates, and Bearing Fellpwftup. 
How light, and portable, my pain feeirs now, 
When That, which makes mebend, makes the JCing bow j 
He childed, as I fathered ! — Tom. away ; 
Mark the high Noifei, and thy Wf bewray, 
J^f* f *!fr PpWWi wh*fr wwgThtoiigfcdafflesthe* 
In thy juft Proof repeals, and reconciles tfcee. 
What will, hap more to Night ; jafc Tcape the SSng r ' 
Lurk, Lurk p ' l**it*fyxl 

SCENE changes to Glo'fterV Gift!'* 

Enttr Cornwall,. Regan, -GoneriM, ^mujid, ani 

Serve*** 

Com. TyOiT (p&dily *> my load y«a* huebond, 
JL QsfW him thia letter; ah* araay of Jfe*»# is 
landed; feek out the traitor GU'Jler* 

tog* Hare hi© sntattlav 

G^r. Pluck out his eyes. 

Cot-0. Leave him to my difpieafare. BJmwtJ, keep 
you our fifter company $ the revenges, we are bound to 
take vnm yoaf tfa&ereus father, a*e not fit for your 
beholding. Advife the Duke, wfccne you arc fffa&> ^> 
a moft feflmate preparation; w« are bound to the itki* 
Our Pofc fhal) be fwift, and intelligent betwixt itf. 
farcwel, deaf fifter; fcrewel, my lord of GWJkr. 

Enter StrwarJ, 
How J*w ? whatf » d* J£i»gi r 
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Stew. My lord of Gtifter hath convey *d him heater; 
Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights, 
Hot Queftrift* after him, met him at gate ; 
Who with fome other of the Lords dependants, 
Are gone with hi^tow'rd Dover ; where |hey boaft 
To have well-armed friends. 

Corn. Get horfes for your mxftrefs* 

Gen. Farewel, fweet lord,, and filter* 

[Exeunt Goo. WEdm; 

Com. Edmund* farewel : — go feek the traitor GIo fieri 
Pinion him like a thief, brine him before us ; 
Though well we may not pa£ upon his life 
Without the form of juftice; yet our pow'r 
Shall -do a court'fie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controuL 

Enter Glo'fter, brought in hy Servants* 

Who's there ? the traitor ? 

Reg. Injgrateful fox! *tia he. 
' Corn. Bindfaft his corky anna. 

GIo. What mean your Graces! Good my Friends, 
confider. 
You are my Gucfb : Do me no foul play* friends. 

Corn. Bind him, I fay. [They bind him* 

Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy traitor f 

GIo. Unmerciful lady as vou are ! I'm none. 
, Corn. To this, chair bind him. Villain, thou fludt 
< find—— . 

GIo. By the kind sods, 'tis moft ignobly done 
To pluck me by the heard. 

Reg. So white, and fuch a traitor ? 

Glo. Naughty lady, 
Thefe hairs, which thou doft ravifh from my chin. 
Will quicken and accufe thee ; I'm your Hoft } 
With robbers' hands, my hofpitable favours ,, 
. You fhould not ruffle thus. What will you do t 
. Corn. Come, Sir, what letters had you late froaa 
France t 

Reg. Be fimple anfwerer, for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confederacy have you with the traitors. 

late 
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Late ftoted in the kingdom ? 

&£. To whofc hands 
Have you fent the lunatick King? fpeak. 

Glo. I have a letter gueflingly fct WgP, 
Which came from one that's of a neuKr heart, 
And not from one opposM. 

Com. Conning , ■ ■ 

Reg. Andfalie. ' 

Cer».Whefe haft thou fent the King? 

Gk. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Waft thou not chargM, at peril 

Com. Wherefore to Dover? let him firft anfwer that. 

Glo. I am ty'd to th' flake, and I mufl ftand the 
courfe. 

Reg. Wherefore to D over? 

G& Becaufe I would not fee thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his* poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce fitter 
In his anointed flefii flick boarifti phangs. 
The fea, with fitch a florm as his bare head 
In hell-black night indur'd, would have buoy'd up, 
And quenchM the ftelled fires ; (18) 
Yet poor old heart, he help'd Che heav'nsto rain* , 
Jf wolves had at thy gate howl'd that ftern time, 
Thou fhould'ft have (aid, " go, porter, turn the key; 
All cruelselfe fubferib'd; but I Ihall fee 
The winged vengeance overtake fuch children. 

Corn . See't (halt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair. 
Upon theft eyes of thine I'll fet my foot. 

[Glo'fter t is held down, *wkite Cornwall treads out 
one of bis eyes. 

Glo. He, that will think to live 'till he be old, 
Give me fome help. Ocruejl p you gods! 

(18) And autncVd the fteeled fires.] The fagacfous Editors 
have aU blunder'* in this Word without the leaft Variation: It 
is indifputabte, that Che Author muft have wrote, 

And quench" d the ftelled fim. 
C<e. Che ftaivr Fires 5 an adjciftive coin'd from SuHg. 

Reg. 
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J&£, One fide will mock another ; tk* other totf* 

Cor*. If you fee vengeance « ■■ 

5/rv. Hold youx hand, mylocd: 
I've ferv'd you,, ever iince I wm a»<ehild * 
But better fcrvicehave I sever dene yoa* 
Than now to Bid you hold. 

Rig. How now, you dog I 

Ser*v. If you did wear a beard upon, your chin, 
IM&akeitonthi&a/rarreK Whafdo ywmettn? 

Corn. My villain I 

&rv. Nay then come on ^ and tsik*tlM4hastf*of a«£r. 
[J5jfe U«.**« £«$fo Cornwall h mfamfrL 

Rig, Give ne thy fword. A pea&nt Oaad up &ot ? 

&rv. Oh, I am flain .my lord, your have one 

eye left 
To fee fomc mifchief en- him. Ok—* {Die*. 

Corn. Left it fee more, prevent it* oat, vile felly: 
Where is thy luftre now r [frem& tk* ot&r cut. 

Glo. All dark and c4mfortlefc*~** whereas my ion 
Edmund? \ 

Rdmu'nd, enkindle all the (parka of nature 
To quit this horrid aft. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain. 
Thou calFuVonJiim, that -hates thee: It was hey 
That made the overturn of thy treafau to as.; 
Who is too goad ta pity thee. 

GU.. O my follies I 
'then Edgar w2L&*bu$?d. Kimigodr* forgive 
■> Mb thai, and ptofr*r him ! 
Reg. Go thruft him out 
At gates, and let him f«e&h& way to IWr. 

[Ex. with Giotter} 
How is't, my ford, how look you? * 

Corn. I have received a hurt ;„ follow me, lady.— 
Turn out thateyelefe villain ; throw this flave 
Upon the dungjiil;——- Rigpn% I bleed apace. 
Untimely comes this hurt, . Give me your arm V 

tExfrGouk, JedtyJtegziu 
ift* Strv. 
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\Jt. Str*v. Pllnewr care what Wkkedntfs I do (iq) 
If this Man- come to Good. y * 

zd. Ser*u. If (he live long, 
And, k.<hcEml, taaatthfcotfcotifcftof Be&tfc,. 
Women will ail tan* MonOm. 

\fi. Ser*v. Let's follow that old Ead, and •* Ad 
?iHIp tii 
ToleadhifewhrataWtiiUj hi* rogujfo MaJwft 
Allows kfeif te.aay Thsnr. 

*/. &rv. Go tkoa ; 1% fetch foae &ax art white* 
of Eggs 
T' apply to'sblc^fagftic. Now* HeavejrfcdjMfcJm' 
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Ifafrr Edoaiiu * 

YE T better thus, and' known to be contemnM, 
Tftan flStt contenm'd andffetter'tf. To be worfc 
The loweft, moft deje ct ed thmgof F&rtHnt, 
Stands ftill in efperance ; lives not in fear. 
The lamentable change is from the belt ; 
The worftrAtnrns tolkughter. WWcome then, 
Thou unfubftantial air, that I embrace ! 
The; wretch,, that thou haft blown unto the worft, 
Owes,nQthing to thy, blafts* 

(*** VU nem* t*n <wb<* WicUintft I <foj This flttrtfife* 
kptfcltave mfertwl famttoQld QjjMto, bccwtforl tbiakv tl 
Wl ofrNatwo. Servants, in any H&ufo, cwHt hsjdlf fee-ftdt 
a^rlauity committed °* t&eir Mater,; with** Beta*** of 
Pity $ and : the Vengeance that they pref urn* amir oratakr. the 
AQort of it, i* a Sentimoftt aaADaftriao well worthy of the 

Enter 
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Inter Glo'fter, led by an old num. 

But who comes here ? 

My father poorly led ? World, world, O Wbrld ! {20) 
But that thy ftrange Mutations make us wait thee, 
Life would not. yield to age* 

Old Man. O my good Lord, I have been your tenant, 
and your father's tenant, thefe fourfcore years. 1 

Glo. Away, get thee away: good friend, be gone; ! 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. ! 

Old Man. You cannot fee your way. 

"Glo. 1 have no way, and therefore want no tyd : j 
1 (tumbled when I faw. Full oft 'tis feen, 
Our mean fecures us ; and our meer defefts 
Prove our commodities. ■ O dear fon Edgar % 

The food of thy abufed father's wrath ; 
Might I but live to fee thee in my Touch, 
I'd fay, I had eyes again ! 

Old Man. How now? whoV there? 

Edg. O Gods f who is't can fay, I'm at the worft r , 
I'm worfe, than e'er I was. I 

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. And worie I may be yet : the worft is not; 
So long as we can fay, this is the worft. 

(to) World, World, WorUl 

But that thy ftrange Muuuitm make art hltc thee,] The Reading 
of this Paflage, as it has thus ftood in all the Editions, hat 
been endeavoured to be explained feverally into a Meaning { 
but not fatisfa&orily. Mr. Pop?* mock-reafoning upon it Km 
already been rallied in ' Print, fo I forbear to revive it 1 and 
the Gentleman, who then advanced a Comment of hit own 
upon the Paflage, has fince come over to my Emendation. 
My Explanation of the Poet's Sentiment was, " Jf the Num. 
" ber of Changes and VicMTitudes* which happen in Life, 
" did not make us wait, and hope for fome Turn of For- 
" tune for the better, we could never fupport the Thought of 
*' living to be Old, on any other Terms." And our Duty, as 
human. Creatures, is picufly inculcated in this Reflexion of the 
Author. 

Old. 



— a Lear, .- 

OUMm. Fellow, where gocft ? ' 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 
Old Mm -Madman, and beggar wo. 

.{* laft night', llorm I fuch a fellow faw j g 

Which .made me think a man, . worm. My f on 
^me then into ay mind , and yet my minT 
Was then fcarce friends with Wmf I've heard more fince. 
As me. to wanton boya, are we to th' Gods , * 

They kill us for their fport. 
Bdf. Howfliouldthisbe? 

Angrapfelf and others Kefithee, mafterv 

CA. Is that the naked fellow ? 

O^Afiw. Ay, my lord. 
Tk ^ et , the «*way: if, for my fake. 
Thou wilt o'ertake us hence a mile or twain 
I th way tow'rd ZW, do it for ancient love , 
And bring feme Covering for this naked foul, 
Whom r 11 intreat to lead me 

OUMa,. Alack, Sir, he is mad. 

bUnd: t " BC ' 8plagUe ' Whe " m » dmen Ie«d the 
B*as I bid, or rather do thy pleafure ; 
Above the reft, be gone. 

OUMm. I'll bring him the beft 'parrel that I have, 
tomeon't, what will. rj?~-, 

,G&. Sirrah, naked fellow, L ' 

%. ******. a-cold , - I cannot daub it further. 

Gla. Come hither, fellow. 

tog. And yet I mult j 
Bids thy fweet eyes, they bleed. 

Oh. Know'ft thou the way to Dover f 

tog. Both ftile and gate, horfe-way and foot-path : 
mTcm hath been fear'd out of his good wits. Blefs 
aee, good man, from the foul fiend. Five fiends have 
J?. ,n ?°? r 7 »* « once ; of Luft, as Obidifui, Hoi- 
W<&* T»„nceofdumbnefs, Mabu, offtealingj Moh« 
tf murder; and MtfMfcW*, of mopping aid SS 

vot - VI - D ingj 
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ing; who fince pofiefles chamber-maids and waiting- 
women. 

Glou. Here, take this purfe, thou whom the heavens' 
plagues 
Have humbled to all ftrokes. That I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier: heavens deal fo ftill ! 
Let the fuperfluous, and lull-dieted man, 
That flaves your ordinance, that will not fee 
Becaufe he do's not feel, feel your power quickly : 
So diflribution would undo excefs, 
And each man have enough. Dolt thou know Dover? 

Edg. Ay, matter. 

Glo. There is a cliff, whofe high and bending head 
Looks fearfully on the confined deep: 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And 1*11 repair the tnifery, thou doft bear, 
With fomething rich about me : from that place 
I fhall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm j 
Poor Tom mall lead thee. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E s <** Duke of Albany V Palace. 

Enter Gonerill, and Edmund. 

6«r. \ T 7E LC O M E, my lord. I marvel, our mild 

VV husband 

Not met us on the way. 

Enter Steward. 

Now, where's your Mailer ? 

Stew. Madam,'within ; but never man fo chang'd : 
I told him of the army that was landed : 
He fmil'd at it. I told him, you were coming, 
His anfwer was, the worfe. Of Glo % fttr*& treachery, 
.And of the loyal fervice of his fan* 
When I infornTd him» then he calL'd me fot ; 
And told roe, I had turn'd the wrong fide out. 
What moil he ihould diflike, feems pkafant to him 5 
What like, offenfive. 

Gott. 
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Gptt. Then mall you go no further. 
It is the cowifh terrour of his fpirit, 
That dares not undertake: he'll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an anfwer ; our wilhes on the way 
May prove effe&s. Back, Edmund, to my brother, 
Haften his mutters, and conduit his powers. 
I mull change arms at home, and give the diftaff 
Into my husband's hands. This trufly fervant 
Shall pafs between us : you ere long fhall hear. 
If yon dare venture in your own behalf, 
A miftreis's command. Wear this; fpare fpeech ; 
Decline your head. Thiskifs, if it durft fpcak. 
Would ftretch thy fpirits up into the air : 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon. Mv moil dear Glojler 1 \Zxit Edmuad. 

Oh, the ftrange difference oilman, and man ! 
To thee a woman's fervices are due, 
My fool ufurps my body. 

Stpw. Madam, here comes my lord. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have been worth the whittle. 

Alb. Oh Ganerilh 
You are not worth the duft, which the rude wind 
Blows in your face,— —I fear your difpofition : 
That Nature, which contemns its origine, 
Cannot be bordered certain in it felf ; 
She that herfelf will (liver, and dif- branch, 
From her maternal fap, perforce muft wither, (21) 
And come to deadly ufe. 

Gon. No more ; 'tis foolifh. 

Alb. Wifdom and goodnefs to the vile feem vile j 

(21) From her material Sap,] Thus the old Quarto j but 
Atrial Sap, I own, is a Phrafc that I don't underftand. The 
Httbtr-Tree is the true technical Term ; and considering, our 
Inthor has (aid but juft above, That Nature, which untemns its 
fogine, there is little room to queftion but he wrote, 
F*" her maternal Sap* 

D 2 Filths 
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Filths favour but themfclves— What hare yott done \ 

Tygers, not daughters, what have you perform\M 

A father, and a gracious aged man, 

Moft barVrous, moft degenerate, have, you ntadded* 

Cou'd my good Brother foiFer you to do it t 

A man, a Prince by him fo benefited ? 

If that the heav'ns do not their vifible Spirits 

Send quickly down to tame the vile offences, 

Humanity muftjperfbrce prey on it felf, 

Like monftcrs or the deep. 

Gar. Milk-liver'd man ! 
That bear'ft a cheek for blows, a head for wrong? ; 
Who haft net in thy brows an eye decerning 
Thine honour, from thjr. fuffering : that not know'ft, 
Fools do thefc villains pity, who are puninVd 
Eretfhey have done their mifchief. Where's thy Drum? 
France fpreads his Banners in our noifelefs land. 
With plumed helm thyllayer begins his threats; 
Whilft thou, a moral fool, fit'ftftiil, andcry'ft, 
« Alack! why- does he fo? 

Alb. See thy felf, devil : 
Proper deformity feems not in the fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

Gon. O vain fool ! 

Jib. Thou changed, and felf-converted thing ! For 
(harae, . : 

^Bc-monfter not thy feature. Were't nw fitnefs 
TO lerthefq hands obey my [boilittg}T>lood, 
They're apt enough to diflocate and tear 
Thy ftelh and bones, — Howe'er thou art a fiend, 
A woman's (ha£e doth fliield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your manhood now ! — ■ 

Enter Mtjenger. 

Me/ Oh, my good lord, the Duke ofConmaltt dead: 
Slain by his fervant, going to put out 
The other eye of Glofier. 

Alb. Gldhr\tyt%\ 

Me/. A (ervant, that he bred, thrill'd with remorfc, 
Oppos'd againft the aft ; bending his fword 
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To his peat matter : who, thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongft them fclTd him dead : 
But not without that harmful ftroke, which fince* 
Hath pluck'd him after. 

Alb. This fhews you are above, 
You Juftices, that thefe our nether crimes 
So fpeedily can vcnge. But O poor Gk'fter t 
Loft he his other eye ? 

Me/. Both, both, my lord. 
Thislettcr, Madam, -craves afpeedy anfwer: 
Tis from your filler* 

Gem. One way, I like this well i 
But being widow, and my Gtifttr with her. 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life. Another way, 
The news is not (o tart. I'll read, and anfwer. * [Exit. 

Alb. Where was his ion, when they did take his eyu f 

Me/. Come with my lady hither. 

Alb. He's not here. 

Mtf. No, my good lord, I met him back again* 

Alb. Knows he die wickednefs ? 

Me/. Ay, my good lord, 'twas he inform'd againft 
him, 
And quit die houfe of purpofe, that their punimment 
Might have the freer courfe. 

Alb. G/a\fovIlive 
To thank thee for the love thou fliew'dft the King, 
And to revenge thine tycs. Come hither, friend. 
Tell me, what more thou know'ft. [Exeunt. 

SCENE, DOPE*. 

Eater Kent,' and a Gentleman* 

ttnu np HE Xmg of France fo fuddenlygone back* 
X Know you the reafon ? 
£*»/. Something he left unperfeft in die State, 
Which fince his coming forth is thought of, which 
Imports the Kingdom to much fear and danger* 
That his Return was moil requir'd and neceilary . 

D * Kent. 
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Kent. Whom hath he left behind him General ? 

Gent. The Marefchal of France, Monfieur k Fkr. 

Kent. Did your letters pierce the Queen to any dc- 
monftration of grief? 

Gent. I, Sir, (he took 'cm, read 'em in my prefence ; 
And now and then an ample tear trilTd down 
Her delicate cheek : it feem'd, (he was a Queen 
Over her paffion, which, moil rebel- like, 
Sought to be King o'er hex. 

Kent. O, thenitmov'dher.*— — 

Gent. But not to Rage. Patience and Sorrow ftrove 
Which mould exprefs her goodlieft ; you have feen | 
Son- ftrine and rain at once : — her Smiles and Tears ( 2 2) 
Were like a wetter May. Thofe happieft fmiles, , 

That play'd on her ripe lip, feem'd not to know j 

What guefts were in her Eyes ; which parted thence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropt.— In brief, 
Sorrow would be a rarity moft belov'd, I 

If all could fo become it. 

Kent. Made (he no verbal queftion? 

Gent. Yes, once, or twice, fhe heav'd the Nam* of I 
Father ^ 

Pantingly forth, as if it preft her heart. 

Cry'd, filters 1 fillers!. Shame of Ladies ! fitters? 

Kent! Father! Sifters! what? iWftorm? i'th' night? 
Let Pity ne'er believe it f — there fhe fhook 
The holy water from her heav'nly Eyes ; 
And, Clamour-motion'd, then away (he ftarted (23) 

T© 

( ia J ■ ■ her Smiles end Tesrt 

JVer* like better day J Mr. Pope, who thought fit to reftore 
this Scene from the old Quarto, tacitly funk this Paflage upon 
us 9 becaufe he did not understand it. Indeed, it is corrupt; 
and he might have done himfelf fome Honour in attempting 
the Cure $ but Rhyme and Critictfm, he has convinced us, do not 
always center in the fame Perfon. My Friend Mr. War burton 
with very happy Sagacity firuck out the Emendation, which I 
have inferted in the Text. 

(23) And CfanMtr-moiften'd,] This Paflage, again, Mr. 
Pfe funk upon us j and for the fame Jteafon, rfuppofe. Mr. 

rVarhtrfa 
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To deal wkh grief alone, 

Kent. — It is the Stars, 
The Stars above us, govern our conditions : 
Elie one felf-mate and mate could not beget 
Such different iflues. Spoke you with her fince ? 

Gent. No. 

Kent, Was this before the King returned r. 

Gent. No,' fince. 

Kent. Well, Sir ; the poor 4iftrefTed Lear's in town ; 
Who fometimes, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about j and by no means 
Will yield to fee his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good Sir ? 

Kent. A fov'reign fhame fo bows him j his unkindnefs, 
That ftript her from his benediction, turn'd her 
To foreign cafualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters ; Thefe things fting him 
So venomoufly, that burning fhame detains him 
From his Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman f 

Kent. Of Albany s y and Corniva/Ps PowVs you heard 
not? 

Gent. *Tis fo, they arc a foot 

Kent. Well, Sir, 111 bring you to our matter Lear> 

Warburton difcover^d likewife, that this was corrupt » for tho* 
Clamour, ( as he obfervet, ) may diftort the Mouth, it is not 
wont to moiften the Eyes* But clamour-motioned conveys a 
very beautiful Idea of Grief in Cordelia, and exactly in Character. 
She bore her Grief hitherto, fays the Relater, in Silence j but 
being no longer able to contain it, and wanting to vent it in 
Groans and Cries, me flies away and retires to her Clofet to 
deal with it in private. This He finely calls, C/«M#«r-sMfy#*V$ 
or provojL'd to a loud Expremon of her Sorrow, which drives 
her from Company 1 — — It is not impoffible, but Sbaktfpear* 
might have form'd this fine Picture of Cordelia** Agony from 
Holy Writ, in the Conduct of Jofepb } who, being no longer 
able to reftrain the Vehemence of his Affection, commanded all 
bis Retinue from his Prefence j and then wept thud* and difco* 
ver'd himfeaf to his Brethren. 

D 4 "Arid 
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And leave you to attend him. Some dear caufc 
Will in Concealment wrap me up awhile : 
When I am known aright, you (hall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. Pray, qlong with roe. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE, a C jt MP. 

Enter Cordelia, Pbyjtcian, anJ Soldiers. 

Cor. \ LACK, 'tis he; why, he was met even now 

jf\ As mad as the vextfea; Ringing aloud; 
Crown'd with rank famitcrr, and furrow-weeds, (44) 
With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our fuftaining corn. Send forth a cent'ry j 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, 
And bring him to our eye. What can man's Wifdom 
In the reuoring his bereaved fenfe, 
He, that helps him, take all my outward worth* 

fhf. There are mean*, Madam: 
Our McrWfe of nature U repofe j 
The which he lacks; that to provoke 10 Mm, 
Are many Simples operative, whrife power 
Will dote the eye of anguifh. 

(24) Crown J with rank Fenitar 5 J There is 00 ftich Herb, 
or Weed, that 1 can find, of Mnglijb Growth 5 tho* all the Co- 
pies agree in the Corruption. I dare fay, I Jiave reftor'd its 
right Namej and we meet with it again in our Author's 
fltnry v. and partly in the fame Company at we have it 
here 5 

■ her fallow Leas 

The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory 
Do root upon* 
For this Weed is callM both Fumitory and Fumiterr, nearer to 
the French Derivation Fumeterre : which the Latin Shopmen 
term Fumaria. I obferve, in Chaucer it is written Femetert 5 by a 
Corruption either of the Scrioe, pr of vulgar Pronunciation 5 
if of the latter, it might from thence ealily Hide, in progrefs of 
lime, into #«*/«#. 

Or. 
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dr. AH bleft Secrets, 
AH you unpublifh'd Virtues of the Earth, 
Spring with my tears j be aidant, and remediate 
In the good man's diftrefs ! ftek, feck for hut; 
Left his nngovenf d rage diflblve the life, 
That wants the means to lead it. 

■£*fcr « Mtfeugerj 

Me/. News, Madam : 
The flr*7#& Pow'rs are marchfog hitherward. 

Cer. *Tis known before. Our preparation Hand* 
In cxpedation of them. O dear father, 
It is thy bofinefs that I go about : therefore great France 
My Mourning and important Tears hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 
Bat love, dear love, and our ag 9 d father** right: 
Soon may I hear, and fee him! [Exeunt. 

SCENE, fc^anV PALAC& 

Enter Regan, and Steward. 

Reg. TYOT are my Brother's Powers fet forth r 
fm Stew. Ay, Madam. 

Reg. Himfelf in perfon there I 

Stew. With much adoe. 
Your fitter is the better foldier. . 

Reg. Lord Edmund {pake nofe^with your lady at 
home? 

Stew. No> Madam. 

Reg. What might import my filter's letter to bmt 

Stew. I know not, lady. 

Reg. Faith, he is polled hence on ferrous matter, 
It was great ignorance, Wjfer's eyes being out, * 
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts againft us: Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pity of his mifery, to difpatch: 
His mghted life : moreover/ to defcry 
The ftrength o'th' enemy. 

Stew. Fmuft needs after him, Madam, with my letter. 
D 5 . *** 
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Reg. Our troops fet forth tomorrow : ftay with us : 
The ways arc dangerous. 

&*w. I may not, Madam ; 
My lady cbarg'd roy duty in this buiinefs. 

Reg. Why ihould ihe write to Edmund? » might not 
you 
Tranfport her purpofes by word ? Belike, 
Something— —I know not wha t 1*11 love thee 

much— — 
Let me unfeal die letter. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather — 

Rev. I know, your lady do's not love her husband : 
I'm fure of that ; and, at her late being here, 
She gave (trange eeiliads, and moft fpeaking looks 
To noble Edmund. I know, you're of her bofom. 

Stew. I, Madam ? 

Reg. Ifpeak in underftanding : you are; I know'ts 
Therefore, I do advife you, take this note. 
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand, 
Than for your lady's : you may gather more : 
If you do find him, pray ydu, give him this; 
And when yonr Miftrefs hears thus much from you, 
I pray, defire her call her wifdom to her. So farewei 
If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. 'Would I could meet him, Madam, I fhould 
fhew 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exeunt. 

SCENE, the Country, near Dover, 
• Enter Glo'fter, and Edgar as a Pea/ant. 

C/0.T T 7Hen (hall I come to th' top of that Tame hill ? 
W EJg- You do climb up it now. Look, how 
we labour. 
Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 
. Edg. Horrible fteep. 

Hark, 
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Hark, do you hear the fca ? 

Glo. No, truly. 

Edg. Why then your other fenfes grow imperfedt 
By your eyes* anguiih. 

G/«. So may it be, indeed. 
Methinks, thy voice is altered ; and thou fpeak'ft 
In better phrafe and matter than thou didft. 

Edg* You're much deceiv'd : in nothing am I cbang'd. 
But in my garments. 

Glo. Sure, youYe better fpoken* 

Edg. Come on, Sir, here's the place— rftand ItilL 
How fearful 
And dizzy 'tis, to cad one's eyes fo low f 
The crows land choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Shew fcarce fo grofi as beetles. Half way down 
Hangs one, that gathers Samphire ; dreadful trade ! 
Methinks, he feems no bigger than his head. 
The fiihermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice ; and yond tall anchoring bark, 
DiminiuYd to her cock ; her cock, a buoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring (urge, 
That on th' unnumbred idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high. Til look no more, 
Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. 

Glo. Set me, where you ftand. 

Edg. Give me your hand: you're now within a foot 
Of th' extream verge : for all below the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

Glo. Let go my hand : 
Here, friend,' s another purfe, in it a Jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies, and Gods, 
Profper it with thee ! Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. [Seems to go. 

Glo. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why do I trifle thus with his defpair ? 
Tis done to cure it. 

Glo. O you mighty Gods ! 
This world I do renounce ; and in your fights 

Shake 
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Shake patiently my great affliction ofF: 

If I could bear it longer, and not fall 

To quarrel with your great oppofelefs Wills, 

My fnuff and loathed part of nature fhould 

Burn it £elf out. If Edgar live, O, blcfs him ! 

Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He leafs, and fails along, 

Edg. Good Sir, farewel. 
And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 
The treafury of life, when life it feif 
Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought; 
By this, had thought been paft.—— Alive or dead ? 
Hoa, you, hear you,, friend 1 Sir ! Sir ! fpeak ! 
Thus might he pafs, indeed— —yet he revives. 
What are you, Sir? 

G/o. Away, and let me die* 

Edg._ Had'ft thou keen aught but Gofs f mer, feathers, 
air, 
So many fethom down precipitating, 
Thou'd'ft fhiverM like an egg : but thou doft breathe, 
Haft heavy fubftancie, bleed'ftnot; fpeak, art found? 
Ten mail's at each make not the altitude, 
Which thou haft perpendicularly faH'n.- 
Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet again. 

Gh. But have I falTn, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread fummit of this chalky bourn I 
Look up a-height, the ftirill-gorg'd Lark foiar 
Cannot be feen or heard : do but look tip. 

Glc. Alack, I have no eyes. 
Is wretchednefs depriv'd that benefit, 
To end it feif by death ? 'twas yet fome comfort, 
When mifery could beguile the tyrant's rage, 
And fruftrate his' proud will. 

Edg. Give me your arm. 
Up, lb — how is't ? feel you your legs ? you ftan«L 

Gh. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all ftrangenefs. 
Upon the crown o'th' cliff, what thing w*s that* 
Which parted from you } 

Gh. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I ftood here, below, methocght, his eyes 

Wert 
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Were two fall moons ; he had a thoufand nofes, 
Horns welkM, and wav'd like the enridged fea : 
It was fome fiend. Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think, that the cleared gods, who make them honoom 
Of men's impofiibilities, have preferv*d thee. 

GI*. I do remember now : henceforth I'll bear 
Affliaion, 'tUlkdocry outitfelf, 
Emmrb, tnougb, and die. That thing you fpeak oft 
I took it for a man j often 'twould fay, 
The fiend, the tend- he led me to that place* 

£dg* Bear free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Lear, drift madly with flrwtrs. 
But who comes here? 
The fafer fenfe will ne'er accommodate 
His matter thus. 

Uar. No, they cannot touch me for coyning : I an 
the Kin&himfelf. 

&g. O thou fide-piercing fight I 

X**r. Nature's above art in that refoe£V. There's your 
prefa-mony. {25) That fellow handles has bow like * 
crow-keeper : draw me a clothier's yard. Look, look* 
a moufc! Peace, peace;— this piece of toafted cheefewill 
d<ft— there's my gauntlet, ill prove it on a giant. 



Bring up the browiTbilh. O, well flown, Barb !(«6> 
i'th* clout, i'th* clout; hewgh.— — Give the wont 
Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

t>5) War F#JW bmdkt bit Bo* tile * Cowkecper.] The* 
Mr. PopiHk his left Edition 5 but, I am. afraid, I betrayM hint 
kite the Error by an abfurd Cbnje&iire of my own, in n*y 
Smakxspxakx refined. 'Tis certain we rauftfead Cremkeeper- 
here | and, it fceros, in feveral Counties to this Day, they call 
* fluff M Figure, reprefenting a Man, and armTd with a Bow 
and Arrow, (let up to fright the Crows, and other Birds of 
Prey, from the Fruit and Oorni) a Cnwkttftr% as well as a 
Stare-envo* 

(»6) O well jfavaBird,} Lesr i* have raving UJMery, an* 
(hooting at B*u, as is plain by the Words iW OW, that Is, 
the white Mark £ey fct up and aim att hence the Phrafe, to* 
Vt tbt White. So that We muft certainly read, O well-few** 

Uac t 
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Lear. Pafs. 

G/o. I know that voice. 

£av% Hal Gonerillt hah! Regan! they iTatter'd me 
like a dog, and told me, I had white hairs in my beard, 
ere the black ones were there. , To fay ay, and no, to 
every thing that I faid— Ay, and no, too was.no good 
divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, and the 
wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder would not 
peace at my bidding ; there I found 'em, there I fmelt 
'em out. . Go to, they are not men o' their words ; they 
told me I was every thing: 'tis a lie, I am not ague- 
proof. 

GIo. The trick of that voice I do well remember ; 

Is't not the King? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a Xing. 
When J do flare, fee, how the fubjefi quakes. 
I pardon that man's life. What was the caufe ? 
Adultery ? thou (halt not die ; die for adultery ? no, the 
wren goes to't, and the fmall gilded .flic does letcher in 
my fight. Let copulation thrive: for G/ofter'% baftard- 
fon was kinder to his father, than my daughters got 'tween 
the lawful (beets. To't, luxury, pell-mell;' for I lack 
foldiers. Behold yond fimpering Dame, whofe lace 
'tween her forks prefages fnow ; that minces virtue, and 
does (hake the head to hear of pleafure's name. The 
fitchew, nor the foyled horfe, goes to't with a more 
riotous appetite : down from the wafte they are centaurs, 
though women all above : but to the girdle do the Gods 
inherit, beneath is all the fiends. There's hell, there's 
darknefs, there is the fulphurous pit, burning, (balding, 
flench, confumption: Be, He, fie; pah, pah; give me 
an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to fweeten my 
imagination ! there's mony for thee. 
G/o. O, let mekifs that hand. 
Lear. Let me wipe it firfl, it fmells of mortality* 
G/o. O ruin'd piece of nature! this great world 
Shall fo wear out to nought. Doft thou know me ? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough : doft thou 
fquiny at me ? no, do thy word, blind Cupid; I'll not 
love. Read thou this challenge, mark but the penning 
of it. Qfa 
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GU. Were all the letters funs, I could not fee one. 

EJg. I would not take this from report; it is, 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear* Read* 

GU. What, with this cafe of eyes ? 

Lear. Oh* ho, are you there with me ? .no pyt$ in your 
head, nor no mony in your purfe 1 your eyes are in a 
heavy cafe, your purfe in a light; yet you fee how this 
world goes. 

GIo. I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad* a man. may fee how this world 
goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : fee, how yafid 
juftice rails upon yond fimple thief. Hark in thine ear : 
change Places, and handy-dandy, which is the juftile, 
which is the thief? Thou haft feen a farmer's dog bark 
at a beggar/ 

GU. Ay, Sir. 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ? there thou 
might'fti behold the great image of authority; a dog's 
obey 'din office.—— • 
Thou rafcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why daft thoulafti that whore? ftrip thy own back; 
Thoo hotly luft'ft to ufe her in that kind, 
For which thou whip'ft her. Th' ufoier hangs the cozener. 
Through tatter'd doaths fmall vices do appear ; 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate fin with gold; 
And the ftrong lance of juftice hurtlefs breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's fttaw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I fay, none; I'll able 'em* 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the pow'r 
To feal th' accufer's lip. Get thee glafs eyes, 
And, like a fcurvy politician, feem 
To fee the things thou doft not. [ft 

Now, now, now, now. Pull off my boots: harder, harder, 

Edg. O matter and impertmeacy mixt, 
Reafon. in madnefs ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes; 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Glojier ; 
Thou muft be patient ; we came crying hither : 
Thou know'ft* the firit time that we findl the air, 

W« 
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Wewawleandcty. I will preach to thee: mark— 

Glo. Alack, alack the day! 

£**r. When we arc born, w#<ry, that we are come 
To this great ftage of fools. —This a good Mock! — 
It were a delicate ftntagem to (hoe 
A troop of horfe with Felt* I'll put't in proof; 
And when V vc ftolen upon- tfcefe ibns4n. few, 
Then kiU, kill, kill, kill, kill, ktlL 

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants* 

Gent. O, here he it, lay hand upon hattf Sir, 
Your moft deardaughter ■ . ■ ■ 

Lear. No refcue r wJmt, a prifoner r I am eve* 
. The natural fool of fortune, life aw well, 
: You ihaU hare smaibau. I^tiiiehavefegeont, 
I am cut to th' brains. 
. Gent. Yon (hall have any thing. 
- Z*ar. No fccoack? alt nryfetfr 
Why, this would Brake u man, amanoffak; 
*To ufe his eyes for garden- water-pots, 
Andlayingautamn><hdt I wifldiebraVeiyv 
like a fmug brkkgroom. What? I will be Jovial : 
Come, come, I am a King. My Matters, know yon that r 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lean Then there's life in*t. Come, an you get it, 
YouihalLget it by nutting: fa, fa, la, fa. [Exit. 

Gent. -A fight moft pitirulin the meaneft wretch, 
Paftfpeakmg of in a King. Thou haft one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general carfe 
Whkh twain have brought her to. 

Mag. Hail, geatle Sir. 

Gent. Sir, fpeedyou: what's your Will? 
' \£dg. Do you hear aught, Sir, of a battle tcrward ? 
. Gent. Moft toe, and vulgar* every one hears that, 
Which can diffiaguim found. 

Edg. But by your favour, 
How nearVthe other army ? 

Gent. Near, and onfpeedy foot: the mail) deftry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg. I thank you, Sir; That's alL 
1 ' Genu 
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Gut. Though that the Queen onfpccialcaufe is here, 
Her army is mov'd on. [£«/• 

££. I thank you, Sir. 

Glo. You ever gentle Gods, take my breath from me I 
Let notany worfer fpirit tempt me again 
To die before you pleafe! • 

Ed*. Well pray you, father. 

GS. Now, good Sir, what are you ? 

Edg. A moft poor man, made tame to fortune's blows. 
Who, by the art of known andfeeling forrows, 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
I'll lead you to fome biding. 

G/o, Hearty thanks ; 
The bounty and the benizon of heaven 
To boot, and boot J*—- 

Enter Steward. 

Sttw. A proclainVd prize ! moft happy i 
That *ydds head of thine was nrft fram d fleih, 
To raifc my fortunes. Oklunhappy ttakori 
Briefly thy felf remember: the rword il out, 
That moft deftrcy thee, 

Gk. Let thy iriendly hand 
Put ftrength enough to't. 
' $tew. /wherefore, bold peafant, 
Dar'ft thou fupport a publuVd traitor I hence, 
Left that th' infcakm of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let eo his arm. 

E/g> Chill not letgo, Zir, without vurther cafion* 

Sicw. Let go, (lave, orthoudy'ft. 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gate, and let voat 
volkpafc : aiidchudha' been zwaggerM out of my life, 
•twauTd-not ha' been ao tong as r tis by a vortnignt. 
Nay, come not near th* old man : keep ont, che vorye, 
or ice try whether your coftard or tnybat be the harder* 
chill be plain with you. 

StiWs Out, dunghil! «^.««. 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, Zir: come, no™*** w 

yourfoyns. ^^. A ^^ d SL 

8uw. Slave,thotth»frflainmc: viBam,ttkemyp^ 
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If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, 

And give the letters/ which thou find'ft about mc, 

To Edmund Earl of Glofier : feek him out 

Upon the Englijh party : Oh, untimely death K- - [Dw. 

\ Edg. I know thee well, a ferviceable villain % • 

As duteous to the vices of thy Miftrefs, 

As badnefs would defire. 

Glo. What, is he dead ? 

Edg, Sit you down, father : reft you. 
Let's fee thefe pockets; the letters, that he fpeaks of, 
May be my friends : he's dead j I'm only forry, 
He had no other death Vman. Let us fee — — 
By your leave, gentle wax— and manners blame us not '• 
To know our enemies 1 minds, we rip their hearts ; 
Their papers are more lawful. , 

Reads the Letter. 

ZET our reciprocal Venus be remimbred. You have ' 
many opportunities to cut ism off: if your Will warit 
not, time and place will be fruitfully offer d. There is nt~ 
thing done, if be return the conqueror. Then am I the 
Prifoner, and bis bed my goal; from the loathed warmth 
whereof deliver me ? and f apply the place for your labour. 

Xour (wife, fo I would fay) affeSionate Servant % 

GonerilL 
Oh, undiftinguinYd fpace of woman's Will I 
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life, 
And the exchange my brother. Here, i' th' fands 
Thee I'll rake up, the poft unfandified 
Of murth'rous letchers : and in the mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ftrike the fight 
Of the death- praftis'd Duke : for him 'tis well, 
That of thy death and bufineft I can tell. 

Glo. The King is mad ; how fliff is my vile fenfe, 
That I ftand up, and have ingenious Feeling 
Of my huge forrows ! better I were diftra&, 
So mould my thoughts be fever'd from my griefs ; 

[Drum afar of* 
And woes, bv wrong imaginations, lofe 
The knowledge of themfelves. . Edg* 
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Ed£. Give me your hand : 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drain. 
Come, father, I'll beftow you with a friend. [Exeunt . 

SCENE change* to a Chamber. 

Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Phyfician. 

Cor. JT\ thou good Kent, how fliall I live and work 

\Jy To match thy Goodnefc? life will be too fhoit, 
And ev'ry raeafure fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowledged, Madam, is Overpaid 3 
All my reports go with the model* truth, 
Nor more, nor dipt, butfo. 

Cor. Be better fuited ; 
Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfcr hours : 
I pr'ythee, put them off. 

Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known, fhortens my made intent; 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be it fo, 
My lord, r— How does the King ? \To the Phyfcian. ' 

Pbrf. Madam, fleeps ftill. 

Cor. O you kind Gods ! 
Cure this great breach in his abufed nature; 
Th' untun'd and jarring fenfes, O, wind up 
Of this child-changed father. . 

Pbyf. Pleafe your Majefly, 
That we may wake the king, he hath flept long ? 

Cor. Be governed by your knowledge, and proceed ■•- 
I* th* fway of your own will : is he array 'd ? 

Enter Lear in a chair, carried by Servants. ' 

Phrf. Ay, Madam; in the heaviness of deep, . 
We put frefh garments .on him. 
/ Be by, good Madam, when we da awake him; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. O my dear father! Reftauration, hang 

Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kifs 

Repair thofe violent harms, that my two fitters 

4 Hav© 
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Have in thy reverence made t 

Kent. Kind and deareft Prmcefs ! 

Cor* Had you not been their Father, thefe white flake* 
Sid challenge pity of them. Was this a face, 
To be expos -d agamft the warring winds ? 
To ftand againft the deep, dneacPbolted Thunder ? 
In the mod terrible and nimble Stroke 
Of quick, cro6 Lightning? To watch poor Perdu** 
Wick this thin Helm ? My very Enemy's Dog, 
Though he had bit me, fhou'd have food That Night 
Againft my fire: And waft thou fain, pbor Father, 
To hovel thee with fwine and rogues forlorn, 
In fliort and mufty ftraw ? alack, alack! 
Tis wonder, that thy life and wits, at once, 
Had not concluded *11. — He wakes ; fpeak to him. 

Phyf. Madam, do you, 'tis fitted. 

Cor. How does my royaTlord ? how fares your Majefty ? 

Lear. Yob do me wrong to take me out o*th* grave ; 
Thou art a (bul in blifs, but 1 am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire ; that mine own tears 
Do fcald like molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, dayou know me? 

Lear. You are a fpirit, I know % when did you die* 

Cor. Still, ftill, far wide — 

Pbyf. He's fcarce awafce, let him alone a while. 

&ar. Where have I been? where ami? fair day- light r 
Tm mightily abus'd ; I mould even die with Pity 
To fee another thus. I know not what to fay ; 
I will not fwear, thefe are my hands : let's fee* 
I fed this pin prick: Vould I were aflarM 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O look upon me, Sk, 
-And hold your hand in benedt&ion o'er me* 
No, Sir, jHKiwift notlcneel. 

Lear. Pray, d° not mock me ; 
I am a very JbotiJh fond old man, 
Fourfcore and uoward ; and, to deal plainly*, 
I fear, I am not m my perfect mind/ 
Metbinks, I IhouM know you, and know this man ; 
Yet I am doubtful : For Tm mainly ignorant, 
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What place this is; and all the skill I have, 
Remembers not thefe garments j nay, I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 
For, as I am a man; I think, this lady * 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor, And fo I am ; I am, . £weep not* 

Lear. Be your tears wet? yes, faith; I pray yon, 
If you have poifon-forme, I will drink it; 
I know, you do not love me ; for .your fillers 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong. 
Yon have fomecaufe, theyhavenot. 

Cor. No caufe, no cause, 

Lear. Ami in Frame*? 

Kent, In your own kingdom, Sir. 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Pbrf. Be comforted, good Madam; the great Rage, 
You fee, is cur'd in him :— -and, yet, 'twere danger 
To make him even o'er the Time, h'aslofh 
Defire him to. go in ; trouble him* no more, 
Till further fettling. 

Cor. WilPtplcafe your Highnefs walk? 

hoar. Yon muft bear with me ; 
Pray you now, forget and forgive ; 
I am old and fooliftu 

[ExewrtLaury Cord. Phyf. and Attendant*. 

Manent Kent and Gentleman^ 

Gent. Holds it true, Sir, that the Duke of Cornwall 
was fo flain r 

Kent. Moft certain, Sir. 

Gent. Who is Conductor of his people ? l 

Kent. As 'tis faid, the Baftard Son of GMjfer. 

Gent* They fay, Edgar t his banifiu Son, is with the 
Earl of Kent in Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable ; 'Tis time to look about: 
the Powers of the Kingdom approach apace. 

Gent. The Arbitrement is like to be bloody. ■ 
Fare you well, Sir. [£**>Gent. 

Kent. My Point and Period will be thepughly wrought, 
Or well, or ill, as this day's Battle's fought, fff*. Kent. 

ACT 
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A C T V. 
S C E N E, a Camp. 

Enter Edmund, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 
Edmund. 
' NO W of the Duke, if his lift purpofe hold - 
„ Or whether fince he is. ad vis'd by aueht * 
To change the courfe? he's fcBrfJBtewW 
And felfreproving : bnng his conftant pleafurc 
/&£. Our fitter's man is certainly mffiairr'd/ 
Edm. Tta to be doubted, Madia. V 
Jk*. Now, fwectlord, 
You know the gdodnefe I intend upon yon- 
TeD me but truly, but then fpeak the truth. 
Do you not love my fifter ? 
Edm. In honoured love. 

Xer. But have you never found my brother's wav 
Tothe fore-fended place ? ' 7 

Edm. No, by mine honour, Madam. 
Xeg. I never fcall endure her; dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 
Edm. Fear not; Ihe, and the Duke her husband— 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers 

«JJfc Our very loving fifter, well be met :, L ^'* 
Sir, this I hear the King is come to his daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our flat" 8 ' 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honeft, 
I never yet was valiant: 'fore this bufinefs, ^ 
Jt touched} us, as France invades our Land. 
(Not hold, the King, with others, whomT I fear 
Moft juft and heavy caufes mike oppofc J _ * 

Edm. Sir, you fpeak nobly. 
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Reg. Why is this reafon'd ? 

Gon. Combine together 'gain ft the enemy : 
For thefe domeftick and particular broils 
Are not the queftion here. 

Edm. I fhall attend you prefently it your Tent. 

Alb. Let's then determine with th* Antient of v<ar 
On our proceeding. * 

Reg. Sifter, you'll go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

Reg. 'Tis moft convenient, pray you, go with us. 

Gon, Oh ho, I know the riddle, I will go. 

As they are going out, Enter Edgar difguiid. 

Edg. If e'er your Grace had fpeech with man fo poor, 
Hear me one word. 

Aib, "I'll overtake you : — fpeak. 

[Exeunt Edm. Reg. Gon. and Attendant** 

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter, 
If you have vicVry, let the trumpet found 
For him that brought it: wretched though I feem, 
1 can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you mifcarry, 
Your bufmefs of the world hath fo an end, 
And machination ceafes. ' Fortune love you ! 
,JIb. Stay 'till Tve read the letter. r 

Edg. I was forbid it, • 
When time fhall ferve', let but the herald cry, 
And I'll appear again. [Exit. . 

M 9 Why, fare thee well ; I will o'erlook thy paper. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

EJm. The Enemy's in view, draw up your Powers. 
Hard is the guefs or their true ftrength and forces, 
By diligent difcovery ; but you/ hafte 
Is now urg'd on you. 

Alb. We will greet the tXme^ [Exit. 

Edm. To both thefe filters have I fworn my love : 
Each jealous of the other, as the ftung 
Are of the adder. Which of them (hall I take ? 
Both? one? or neither? neither can be enjoy 'd, 
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Jf both remam alive: to take the widow, 

Exafperates, makes mad her filler Gonerilli 

And hardly fliail I cany out my fide. 

Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll life 

His countenance tar the battle ; which being done, 

hct her, who would be rid of him, devife 

His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear and to Cerdeba, 

The battle done, and they within our power, 

Shall never feehis pardon: formy-ftate 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate: [£*&• 

SCENE, another open Field. 

jtfarum nxnthin. Enter with drum and eolour:. Lear, 
Cordelia, andfoldiers over the flag*, and exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Glo'fter* 

Edg. TT ERE, father, take the fhadow of this tree 
JlI *b* your good Hoft; prayi that the right 
may thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 
1*11 bring you comfort. 
G/o. Grace be with you, Sir! {Exit Edgar. 

[Jlarom, and retreat, wittou 

Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. Away, old man; give me thy hand, away; 
King Lear hath loft, he and his daughter ta'en, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 

Glo. No further, Sir ; a man may rot even here. 

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? men muft endure 
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither: > 
Ripenefs is all ; come on. 

G/o. And that's true too. [Exeunt. 

Enter in Conaueft, *with Drum and Colours, Edmund; 
Lear and Cordelia, as frifoners ; Soldiers, Captain* 

Edm. Some Officers take them away ; good guard, 
Until their greater pleasures £rft be known. 

That 
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That art to cenfure them. 

Car. We're not the firft, 
Who with bed meaning have incurred the worft : 
For thee, opprefTed King, am I caft down * 
My (elf could elfe oat-frown falfe fortune's frown. 
Shall we not fee thefe daughters and thefe fillers ? 

Liar. No, no, no, no ; come, let's away to prifon ; 
We two alone will fing, like birds i'th 1 cage : 
When thou doll ask me Bleffing, Til kneel down, 
And ask of thee Forgivenefs : to we'll live, 
And pray, and fing, and tell old tales, and* laugh 
At gilded butterflies ; and hear poor rogues 
Talk of Court- news, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who lofes and who wins ; who's in, who's out : 
And take upon's the myftcry of things, 
As if we were God's fpies. And we'll wear out, 
In a waH'd prifon, packs and fetts of Great ones, 
That ebb and flow by th' moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon fuch Sacrifices, my Cordelia* 
The Gods themfelves throw incenfe. Have I caught thee ? 
He that parts us, fhall bring a brand from heav'n, 
And fire us hence, like foxes j wipe thine eye, 
The good jers fhall devour them, flefh and fell, 
Ere they lhall make us weep ; we'll fee them ftarv'd firft. 
Come. [ Exeunt Lear and Cordelia guarded. 

Edm. Come hither, Captain, hark. 
Take thou this note ; go, follow them to prifon. 
One ftep I have advane'd thee ; ifthou cbfl 
As this inftro&s thee', thou doll make thy way 
To noble fortunes z know thou this, that mea 
Are as the time is ; to be tender-minded 
Do's not become a fword ; My great Employment (27) . 

wai 

(27) ■ thy great Employment 

Will n$t hear Queftion\ ] All the Copies, concur in reading 
thus; but, without doubt, erroneoufly. The Peribn, whom 
Edmund it here (peaking to, was of no higher Degree than • 
Captain j and therefore, certaioly, accountable to his Superiors. 
Edmund, 'tis plain, muA mean * " I leading one of the Con- 

Vol. VI. . E " q-Jcors 1 
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S r ill not bear queftion j either fay, thoult do't; 
r thrive by other means. 
Cap*. I'll do't, my. lord. 

&/*». About it, and write happy, when thou'ftdoae. 
Mark, I fay, inftantly ; and carry it fo, 
As I have fet it down. {Exit Captain* 

Fhmrijh. Enter Albany, Goaerill, Regan, axdSolHen. 

Alb. Sir, you have fhewM to day your valiant ftrain, 
And fortune led you well : you have the Captives, 
Who were the oppofites of this day's ftrife; 
We do require them of you, fo to ufe thera, 
As we (hall find their merits and our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 
To fend the old and miferable King 
To fome retention, and appointed guard ; 
Whofe age has charms in it, whofe title more. 
To pluck the common bofoms on his fide ; 
And turn our impreft launces in our eyes, 
Which do command them. With him I fent the Queen \ 
My reafon all the fame ; and they are ready 
To morrow, or at further fpace, t' appear 
Where you (hall hold your Seffion. At this time, 
We fweat and bleed ; the Friend hath loft his Friend j 
And the bed Quarrels, in the Heat, are curft 

By thofe that feel their Sharpnefs. . 

The Queftion of Cordelia, and her Father, 
Requires a fitter Place. 

Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a Subject of this war, 
Not as a Brother. 

Reg. That's as we lift to grace him". 
Methinks, our pleafure might have been demanded, 
Ere you had fpoke fo far. He led our PowVs ; 
Bore the Commiftion of my Place And PeHen ; 

94 quevort' Forces, and having emptoy'd thee in this Bufinefi, 
" will be thy fuffictent Warrant, and will ftcure The* from 
m feeMg qucftion'd about it." 

The 
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The which immediacy nay W «H ftand im, 
And call it fcif your brother. 

Cm. Not fo hot: 
In his own grace he doth exalt Mmfelt 
More than in your advancement. 

Reg. In my Right, 
By me invefted, he compeers the baft. 

Alb. That were the root, if he mould huabaacf yon 

Reg. Jeftera do oft prove Prophets. * ■ 

Gon. Holla, Holla ! 
That eye, that told you fo, iook'd but a-f<juint. 

Reg. Lady, I am not w*H, elk I mould aafwer 
From a foil-flowing ftomach. General, 
Take thou my foldiers, prifoners, patrimony, 
Difpofe of them, of me ; the waHs are thine : 
Witnefs the World, that I create thee here 
My lord and mafter, 

Gon* Mean you to enjoy him ? . 

Alb. The Lett alone lyes not in your good Will. 

Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 

Alb. Half-Wooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum ftrike, and prove my Title thine, 

M. Stay yet; hearreafon: Edmund, iarreftthec 
On capital treafon; and, in thy Arreft, ' 
This gilded Serpent ; for your Claim, fair fifter, 
I bar it in the intereft of my wife ; 
Tis (he is fub-contra&ed to this lord, 
And I, her husband, contradict your banes. 1 
1 f you wall marry, make your loves to me, 
My lady is befpoke. 

Gon. An enterlude ! — 

Alb. Thouart armtf, Gkffter ; let thetrumpe* found ; 
If none appear to prove upon thy perfoa 
Thy heinous, manifest', and many treafons, 
There i& my Pledge : I'Jt prove it on thy heart, 
Ere I tafte bread, thou art in aot&tag led 
Than I have here proclaimed thee. 

Reg. Sick, Ofickf 

Gon. If not, 1'ft ne'er teuft poifon. [AJtde. 

Edm. 1 here's my exchange ; whatm-dye world he is, 
E 2 That 
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That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies; 
Gall by thy trumpet : he that dares approach, 
On him, on you, (who not ? ) I will maintain 
My truth ana honour firmly. 
Jit. A herald, ho ! 

Entgr a Herald. 

Txuft to thy fingle virtue ; for thy foldlers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their difcharge. 

Rer. This ficknefs grows upon me. 

J. She is not well, convey her to my Tent. 

[Exit Reg. lei. 

Come hither, herald, let the trumpet found, 

And read out this. \J trumpet founds. 

Herald reads. 

/F any man of. Quality, or Degree, within the lifts of 
the army, will maintain upon Edmund fuppofid Earl 
^Glo'fter, that Joe is a manifold traitor, let jrim appear 
fy the third found of the trumpet : he is hold in his defence. 

I trumpet. 

Her. Again. 2 trumpet 

Her. Again. 3 trumpet. 

[Trumpet anfwers, within. 

. Enter Edgar, armed. 

jtb. Ask him his purpofes, why he appears 
Upon this Call o'th' trumpet. 

Her. What are you ? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anfwer 
This prefent fummons ? 

Edg. Know, my name is loft ; 
By treafon's tooth baregnawn, and canker-bit ; 
Yet am I noble, as the Adversary 
I come to cope. 

Jib. Which is that Adverfary ? 

Edg. What's he, that fpeaks for Edmund Earl of 

J ■ Edm. 
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Edm. Himfelf ; what fay'ft thou to him ? 

EJg. Draw thy Sword, 
That if my fpeech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee juftice i here is mine : — - ; 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine Honours, 
My Oath, and my Profeffion. I proteft, 
Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence. 
Spite of thy vi&or- fword, and fire-new fortune, 
Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor ; 
Falfe to thy Gods, thy brother, and thy father; 
Confpirant 'gainft this high illuftrious Prince, 
And from th' extreameft upward of thy head, 
To the defcent and duft below thy foot, „ 
A moil toad-fpotted traitor. Say thou, no ; ] 

This fword, this arm, and my bell {pints are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I ipcak, 
Thou lieft. 

Edm. In Wifdom I (hould ask thy name ; 
But fmce thy out-fide looks fo fair and warlike, 
And that thy tongue fome 'Say oi Breeding breathes* 
What fef* and nicely J might well delay 
By rule of Knighthood, I difdain and fpurn : 
Back do I tofs thefe treafons to thy head, 
With the hell-hated lie overwhelm- thy heart; 
Which (for they yet glance by, and fcarcely bruife) 
This fword of mine (hall give them inftant way, 
Where thou (halt reft for ever. Trumpets, fpeak. 

iJ/arm. Fight. * 

Qm. O, fave him, fave him ; This is Practice, 
GKfter: (a8) 
By th* law of war, thou waft not bound to anfwer 
An unknown oppofite ; thou art not vanquiurd* 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. 

Alb. Shut your niouth, Dame, * 

(*ft) Alb. Save bim, favt bim. 

Con. This is Praffia, Glo'fter : ] Thus all th* Copies hat#. 
tiftinguioYd thefe Speeches t but I have venttt'd to place tho 
t"o Hemifttchs to G on (rill. 'Tis abfurd, that Many, who knew 
Zimunft Treafons, and hit own Wife* s Paffion for him, ftumM 
k fcikitous to have his Life fav'd. _ 

E 3 °* 
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Or with this paper mall I Hop it ; 

Thou worfe than any thing, read thine own trv'A : 

No tearing, lady; I perceive, you know it. 

Gov. Say, if I do ; the Laws aTe mine, not thine ; 
- Who can arraign me fet't ? 

Alb. Monfter, know'ft thou this paper ? 

Gon. Ask me not, what I know--- [Exit Gen. 

Alb. Go after her, fhe's defperate, govern her. 

Edm. What you have charg'd me with, That I have 
done, 
And more, much more, the time will bring it otrt. 
'Tis paft, and fo am I : but what art thou 
That haft this fortune on me ? If thou'rt noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let's exchange charity : 
I am no lefs in blood than thou art, Edmund $ 
If more, the more thou'fl: wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy fiber's ion. 
The Gods are jaft, and of our.pkafant vice* 
Make inftruments to fcourge us : 
The dark and vicious place, where thee he got, 
Coil him his eytt. 

Edtn. Thou'fl fpojce* right, 'tk tflie, 
Th* wheel i» come full circle ; I am here. 

\0. Merbeaght, thy very gate did prephefie 
A royal Noblencfs : I muft embrace thee : ■ ■ > »' 
Let Sorrow fplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg. Worthy Prince, I know't. 

Alb. Where have you hid your felf f 
How have you known the miferiei of yo«r rather ? 

Edg. Bfnuriing them, my lord. Lift a brief tale. 
And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burftf — 
The bloody Proclamation to efcape 
That follow'd me fo near, (O our lives' fweetnefs! 
TJiat we the nain of death would hourly bear, 
Rather than qie at once) taught me to ftiift 
Iitfo a mad -man's ragsj t'aimme a Semblance* 
T^e very Dogs difdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rihjs, 

Their 
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Their precious gems new loft; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, fav'd him from defpair; 
Never (0 fault ! ) reveai'd my felf unto him» 
Until forae half hour pad, when I was arm'd, 
Not fare, though hoping, of this good facce&» 
I ask'd his bieffing, and from firft to Iaft 
Tojd him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart, 
Alack, too weak the Conflict to fupport, 
Twixt two extreams of paffion, joy anigrief, 
Burft faulingly. 

Baft. This fpeech of yours hath mov'd mc, 
And Ihall, perchance, do good ; but fpeak you on, 
You look, as you had fomething more to fay. 

Alb. If there be more,, more woful, hold it in, 
For I am almoll ready to diflblve, 
Hearing of this. 

Edg. This would have feem'd a Period, 

To fuch as love not Sorrow : b«t Another, 

To amplify too much, would make much more, 

And top Extremity ! — 

Whflft I was big in Clamour, came there a Man, 

Who having feen me in my woder State, 

Shunned my abrTorr'd Society > but now finding 

Who 'twas, had fo endur'd, with his ftrong Arms 

He faften'd on my Neck i and bellow'd out. 

As he'd burft Heaven ; threw him on my Father j 

Told the moft piteous Tale of Lear and him, 

That evci Ear received ; which in recounting 

His Grief g^ew pniflant, and the Strings of Lift 

Began to crack. — Twice then the Trumpets founded,. 

And there I left him traune'd. — * 

Alb. But who was this ? 

Zdg. Kent, Sir; the bani{h'42&*f> who. in diiguife % 
Mlow'd his enemy King, and did him Service 
Improper for a Slave. 

Enter m Gtntlemtm. 

Gent. Help, help! 

Edg. What kind of help ? 

M. Speak, man. 

E4 £4>- 
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Edg. What means this bloody knife r 

Gent. "Tis hot, it fmoaks ; it came even from the heart 
Of Of (he's dead.- ■ 

Alb. Who's dead? fpeak, man. 

Gent. Your lady, Sir, your lady ; and her fitter 
By her is potfon'd ; the confefiesit. 

Edm. I was contracted to them both ; all three 
Now marry in an inftant. 

Edg. Here comes Kent. 

Enter Kent. 

Alb, Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead. 

[Gonerill and Regan*/ Bodies brought out. 
This Judgment of the heav'ns, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. — O ! is this He ? 
The time will not allow the compliment, 
Which very manners urge. 

Kent. I am come 
To bid my King and Mailer aye good night 2 
Is he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot f 
Speak, Edmund, wherc's the King ? and where 9 } Cordelia t 
See'ft thou this Object, Kent? 

Kent. Alack, why thus ? 

Edm. Yet Edmund was belovM : 
The one the other poifon'd for my fake, 
And after flew her fcif. 

Alb. Even fo ; cover their faces* 

Edm. I pant for life ; fome Good I mean to do, 
Defpight of mine own nature. Quickly fend, 
(Be brief) into the Caftle; for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia: 
Nay, fend in time. 

Alb. Run, run, O run — 

Edg. To whom, my lord? who has the office? Send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on, take my fword, 
Give it the Captain — 

Edg. Hafte thee for thy life. [Exit Mejenger. 

Edm. He hath Commiflion from thy wife and me 

To 
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To hang Cordelia in the prifon, and 
To lav the blame upon her own defpair. 
Alk The Gods defend her I bear him htace a while/ 

[Edmund isforneeff. 

Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in bis arms* 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl, — O, 700 are men 
of (tone; 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd ufe them fo, 
That heaven's vault mould crack : (he's gone for ever T 
I know, when one is dead, and when one lives * 
She's dead as earth 1 lend me a Iooking-gla6, 
If that her Breath will mift or (lain the ftone, 
Why then (he lives. 

Kent. Is this the promised End ? 

Uar. This feather ftirs, (he lives ; if it be 4b, 
It is a Chance which do's redeem all forrows, 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O.my good matter? [Kneeling. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, a;way — *- 

Edg. *Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murth'rous traitors all! 
I might have (avid her ; now (he's gone for ever ! 
CerdeHa, Cordelia* (lay a little. Ha! — ^ 
What is't thou fay 'ft \ her voice was ever foft, 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman* 
I kill'd the flave, that was a hanging thee* 

Gent. 'Tk true, my lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 
IVe feen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 
And thefe fame erodes fpoil me. Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are none o'th r belt. I'll tell you ftrait* 

Kent. If fortune brag of two (he lov'd and hated, 
i One of them we, behold. 
[ Lear. Are you not Kent P 

Kent. The fame 5 your fefvant Kent ; 
Where is your fervant Coins t 

E"5 tear * 
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Lear. *Twa* a good fcMow, I can tell yon th*t, (29) 
IJe'd ftrike, jind quickly too : ~- he's dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord, I am the xery man, — 

Lear. Til fee that ftrait. 

Kent. That* from your firft ©f difference and decay, 
Have followed your fad fteps ■■ 

bear. YeVre wekoija* hither. 

j&rt . Nor no man elfe ; — all's cheedeft, dark, tad 
dead : 
Ifcnr eldeft daughters have fore-done thtmfetas. 
And defp'rately are dead, * 

Lear. Ay, fo I think. 

.40. He kaow* not what he feya ; and vain is tfc 
That we prefent us to him. 

Edg. Very bootlefs. 

E*ter 4 Mfjfotger, 

Mefl. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

itf£r That's but a trifle. 
You lords and noble friends, know Our intent $ 
What Comfort to this great Decay mav come* 
Shall be apply'd. For us, we will refiga, 
During the life of this old Majefty, 
To him our abfolute Power : to you, your Rights, 

p5 Edgar. 
With boot, and fttch addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. All friends mall tafte 
The wages of their virtue, and alf foes 
The cup of their defervings : O fee, fee ■ . ' r ■ 

Lear. And my poor Fool is hang'd : no, no, no life. 
Why (hould a dog, a horfe, a rat have life, 
And thou no breath at all ? thou'Jt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never — — ■* 

(29) He's a good Ftllow, 1 ea% tell you that, 

He'll Jhik* and quickly too : he's dead and rotten.] We have 
fcen Lear mad 5 but, never, a ftark Fool till this Moment 5 to 
tell us, that a dead and rotten Mai* wiH ftrike quickly. But 
it was a Stupidity of the Editors, and not chargeable on the 
P*St. 

Pray 
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Pray 7011, undo this button. Thank you, Sir ; 
Do you fee this ? look on her, look on her lips, 
Look there, look there — [He dieu 

Edg. He faints ; my lord, ■ 

Kmu Break heart, I pr'ythee, break ! 

Edg. Lookup, my lord, 

Kent. Vex not his ghoft : O, let him pafs !. He hates him* 
That would upon the rack of this rough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long: 
He but ufurpt his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence, our prefent bufmefs 
Is general woe : friends of my foul, you twain 
Rule in this Realm, and the gor'd State fuftain. 

Kent. I have a journey, Sir, fhortly to go ; 
My matter calls me ; I muft not fay, no. [Din. 

Alb. The weight of this fad time we muft obey, ( 30) 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay. 
The oldeft hath borne moil ; we, that are young, 
Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long. 

[Exeunt with a dead March. 

(30) Alb. The Weight of tbit fad Tune, &c] This Speech 
from the Authority of the Old Quarto is rightly plac*d to Albany g 
in the Edition by the Players it is given to Edgar, by whom, I 
doubt not, it was of Cuftom fpoken. And the Cafe was this t 
He who playM Edgaj, being a more favourite Ador, than fat 
who perfonated Albany \ in Spight of Decorum, it was thought 
proper he mould have the laft Word, 
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Mer. O, pray, let's fee't: 
For the lord Tfmon, Sir? 

Jew. If he will touch the eftimate : but for that— 

Poet. When we for recompense have prais'd the vile, 
It ftains the glory in that happy verfe 
Which aptly fings the good. 

Mer. Tis a good form. [Lccking on the jcwtl. 

Jew. And rich ; here is a water, look ye. 

Pain. You're rapt* Sir, in fome Work, fame dedica- 
tion 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing flipt idly from me. 
Our Poefie is as a Gum, which iflues 
From whence 'tis nourished. The Are i'th* flint 
Shews not, 'till it be ftruck : our gentle flame 
Provokes it felf,— and like the current flies 
Each Bound it chafes. What have you there ? ( i ) 

Pain, A picture, Sir:— when comes your book forth ? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my preientment, Sir* 
Let's fee your piece. 

Pain. 'Tis a good piece* 

Poet. So 'tis, 
This comes off well and excellent. 

Pain* IndiffVenk 

Poet. Admirable! how this grace 
Speaks his own Handing ? what a mental power 
This eye ftioots forth ? how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ? to th' dumbnefs of the geftur* 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life: 
Here is a touch is't good r: 

Poet. Ill fay of it, 
It tutors Nature ; artificial flrife v 

Lives in thofe touches, livelier than. life. 

(i) E*tb Bound it chafes.— ] How, cbafett The Flood, in- 
deed, beating up upon the Shore, covers a Part of it, but can- 
not be faid to drive the Shore away. The Poet's Allufion is to 
a Wave, which, foaming and chafing on the Shore, breaks j 
and then the Water feems to the Eye to retire* 

Enter 



Tim on of At h ens. 113 

Enter certain Senators. 

Pain. How this lord is followed f 

Poet. The Senators of Athens! happy man. f (a) 

Pain. Look, more! 

Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of vifitersi . 

have, in this rough Work, fhapVl out a Man, 

Vhom this beneath-world doth embrace and hug 

Vith ampleft entertainment. My free drift 

lalts not particular, but moves itfelf 

n a wide Tea of wax ; no levelled malice 

nfeftsone Comma in the courfe I hold, 

fat flies an eagle-flight, bold, and forth on, 

.earing no tract behind. 

Pain. How ihall I underftand you ? 

Poet. I'll unbolt to you. 
ifou fee, how all conditions, how all minds, 
As well of glib and flipp'ry creatures, as 
3f grave and auftere quality, tender down 
Their Service to lord Ttmon: his large fortune, 
Upon bis good and gracious nature hanging;, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All forts of hearts ; yea, from the glafs-fac'd flatterer 
ToJfemantnSf that few things loves better 
Thau to abhor himfelf ; ev'n he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Moll rich in Timotts nod . 
Pain. I faw them fpeak together. 
Poet. I have upon a high and pleafant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. The Bafe oW mount 
Is rank'd with all deferts, all kind of natures, 
That labour on die bofom of this fphere 
To propagate their ftates ; amongft them all, 
Whofc eyes are on this fov'reigniady fixt, 

(2) Happy Men 1 ] Thus the printed Copies ; but I caniwt 
tbink the Poet meant, that the Senators were happy in being; 
fitted toTtmo*; their Quality might command That: but 
tot 77 M was happy in being foUow'd, and carefe'd, by thofe 
* their Rank and Dignity . 

Oac 
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One do I pcrfonate of Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her iv'rj band wafts to her, 
Whofe prefent grace to prefent flavea and fiervaats 
Translates his rivals. 

Pain. Tis conceiv'd to th* Scope. ($) 
This throne, this Fortune, and this Hill, atethinks* 
With one man beck en VI froia thei«& below, 
Bowing his head againft the fteepy mount 
To climb his happinefs, would be well expreft 
In our condition. 

Poet. Nay, but hear me on: 
All thofe which were his fellows but of late, 
Some better than his value, on the moment 
Follow his ftrides ; his lobbies nil with tendance; 
Rain facrificial whifp'rings in his ear ; 
Make facred even his ftirrop; and through hia. 
Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of thefe ? 

Poet. When Fortune in her ihift and change of s&ood 
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his Dependants 
(Which labour *d after to the mountain's top, 
Even on their knees and hands,) let him flip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain . 'Tis common : 
A thoufand moral Paintings I can fhew, 
That (hall demonflrate thele quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet yon do well 
To fhew lord Timm, that xaean eyes haw fee* 
The foot above the head. 

(3) *Tit coticetv'f, f fitp* 

This Tbrone, x tbis Fortune, Ac] Thus att the Editors hi* 
therto have nonfenficajly writ, and pointed, this Paffig<* 
But, fure, the Painter would tell the Poet, your Conception, 
$i^ hits the very Scope you aim at. This the Greda wouW 
have rendered, ay crx'ovi Tvfcwt, r*3& ad Scopum ttnih ; and 
Ciccf has thus exprefsM on the like Qcsafian* Sigmtm oak* 
defiinatum ferit* 

Trump*** 



T i m m n if A * n t tf s. tig 

Trumpets found. Enter TiittOn, addreffing torn/elf 
courteously to every fuitor. 

Tim, Imprifon'd k he, fay you ? [To m Mefimgori 

Me/. Ay, my good lord ; fire talents is his debt. 
His means moft fhort, his creditors moft ftraigfct : 
Your honourable letter he defires 
To thofe have fhut him up, which failing to him 
Periods his comfort. 

Ttm. Noble Ventidius! well ■ 

I am not of that feather to (hake off 

My friend when he moft needs me. I do know hint 

A gentleman that well deferves a help, 

Which he (hall have, 111 pay tiie debt, and free him. 

Me/. Your fardlhip ever kinds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him,. I will fend his raofom * 
And, being enfranchized, bid ham cone to me i 
'Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to fupport him after. Fare you well* 

Me/. Ml happinefs to your Honour 1 [Suit* 

Inter ax old Athenian* 

Qlddth. Lord Twkm, hear mo fpuk. 

Tim. Freely, -good father. 

OUjUk. Them baft a fervor* nam'd LucUhtt. 

Tim. Ihavefe: what of him? 

Old Atb. Moft noble Timm, call the man faefet* thoev 

Tim. Attends he here or no r L*ciiiwt~~- 

Enter Lucilius.. 

Lac. Here, at your ioidfhip's feme*. 
Old Atb. This fellow here, lord Timon, thh> thycmalure 
By night frequents my houfe. I am a roan 
Tlut from my tlrft have beea indin'd to thrift, 
And my eftate deferves an heir more rais'd, 
Than ode which hokla a trencher^ 

Tim. Well ? What further ? 
I Old Atb. One only daughter have I, no kin elfe, 
" On whom I may confer what I have got : 
Tile maid is fair, oW youngeft for a bride* 

/*u» 
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And I have bred her at my dearest coft, 
In qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempts her love: I pray thee, noble lord, 

^in with me to forbid him her refort ; 
y felf have fpoke in vain. 

Tim\. The man is honeft. 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon. (4) 
His honefty rewards him in it felf, 
It muft not bear my daughter. 

Tim. Does fhe love him ? * 

Old Ath. She is young, and apt : 
Our own precedent paifions do inftru& us, 
What levity's in youth. 

Tim. Love you the maid ? 

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and flie accepts of it. 

Old Ath. If in her marriage my confent be miffing r 
I call the Gods to witnefs, I will chufe 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 
And difpoflefs her all. 

Tim. How fhall fhe be endowed, 
If fhe be mated with an equal husband ? 

O/d Ath. Three talents on the prefent, in future atL 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath ferv'd me long ; 
To build his fortune I will Urain a little, 
For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter : 
What you beftow, in him I'll counterpoise, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath. Moft noble lord, 
Pawn me to this your honour, fhe is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee, mine honour on my promife. 

Luc. Humbly I thank your Lordfhip : never may 
Thatftate, or fortune, fall into my keeping, 
Which is not ow'd to you I [Exeunt Luc. and did Ath. 

. Poet. V puchfafe my labour, and long live your lordfhip ! 

(4) Therefore be will be, Timon.] The Thought k clofelf 
exprefs'd, and obfeure : but this feems the Meaning. " If the 
." Man be honeft, my Lord, for that reafon he will be fo in 
" this; and not endeavour at the Injuftice of gaining taf 
55 Daughter without my Confeat," Mr. ffsrbvrf* 

Tim. 
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Tm, I thank you, you (ball hear from me anon : 
Go not away. What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain. A piece of Painting, which I do befeech 
Your lordfliip to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The Painting is almoft the natural man : 
For fince dishonour trafficks with man's nature, 
He is but out-fide : pentil'd figures are 
Ev'n fuch as they give out. I like your Work ; 
And you fhall find, I like it : wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 

Pain. The Gods preferve ye f 

Tim. Well fare you, gentleman ; Give me your hand, 
We muft needs dine together : Sir, your jewel 
Hath fulFer'd under praife. 

Jew. What, my lord? difpraife? 

Tim. A meer fatiety of commendations : 
If I Ihould pay you for't as 'tis extolFd, 
It would unclew me quite. 

Jew. My lord, 'tis rated 
As thofe, which fell, would give : but you well know, 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, . 
Are by their matters prized ; Belicve't, dear lord, 
You mend the jewel by the wearing it. 

Tm. Wellmock'd. 

Mer. Nov my good lord, hefpeaks the common tongue, 
WSich all men fpeak with him. 

Tim. Look, who comes here. 

Enter Apemantus. 

Will you be chid ? 

Jew. Well bear it with your lonUhip, 

Mer. He'll fpare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle dpcmantus! 

dpem. *Till I be gentle, ftay tor thy good morrow ; 
When thou art Ttmin* dog, and thcfe knaves boneft. 

Tim. Why doft thou call them knaves, thou know'* 
them not? 

Apem. Are they not Athenian*? 

Mm. y«». 
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Moft hungerly on your fight. \ 

Tim. Right welcome, Sir. 
Ere we do part, we'll {hare a bounteous time (6) ■ 

In different pleafures. Pray you, let us in. {Exeunt. 

Manet Apemantus. Enter Lucius and Lucullus. 

hue. What time a day is't, Apemantus? 

Apem. Time to be honeft. 

Luc. That time ferves ftill. 

Afem. The moft accurfed thou, that ftill omitfft it. 

LucuL Thou art going to lord Ttmon\ feaft. 

Apem. Ay, to fee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools. I: 

LucuL Fare thee well, fare thee well. ] 

Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me fare wel twice, j 

Lucul. Why, Apemantus t ; l 

Apem. Thou fhould'ft have kept one to thy felf, for J 
I mean to give thee none. 

Luc. Hang thy felf. 

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding" ma ^ c 
thy requefts to thy friend. 

LucuL Away, unpeaceable dog, or— —HI fpura thee 
hence. 

Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels oW afs. 

Luc. He's oppofite to humanity. 
Come, fhall we in, and tafte lorn Timotf% bounty ? j 

He, fore, outgoes the very heart of kindnefs. _. . 

Lucul. He pours it out. P/utus, the God,pf<golvl, I 
Is but his Steward : no meed but he repays f 

Seven-fold above it felf; no gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a Return exceeding 
All ufe of quittance. 

Luc. The notrieft mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man. 

Lucul. Long may he live in fortunes! fhall we m? 

Luc . Til keep you company. [Exeunt. 

(4) Erem dtp*rt t —] Tho* the Editions concur in this 
Readings it is certainly faulty. Vth<* depart f Tho' Akibiadn 
was. to Jeave Timet*, Timon was not to depart from bis own 
Houfe, Common Scnfc favours my Emeafction. 

SCENE 
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SCENE, another Apartment in TirnonV Houfe. 

Hautboys playing, loud mufick. A great banauet fervd 
in 1 and then enter Timon, Lucius, Lucullus, Sem- 
pronius, and other Athenian fenators, with Venti- 
dius. Then comes, dropping after all, Apemantus 
difcontentedly. 

fiw.Ti /TOST honour'dTVwM, it hath pleas'd the Gods 

I VX To call my father's age unto long peace. 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich. 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return thofe talents, 
Doubled with thanks and (ervice, from whofe help 
I deriv'd liberty. 

Tim. O, by no means*, 
Honed Ventidius : you miftake my love ; 
I gave it freely ever, and there's none 
Can truly fay he gives, if he receives : 
If our Betters play at that game, we rauft not dare 
To imitate them. Faults that are rich, are fair. 

Fen. A noble fpirit. 

Tim, Nay, ceremony was but devis'd at firft, 
To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodnefs, forry ere 'tis (hown: 
But where there is true friendfhip, there needs none. 
Pray, fit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than they to me. [They fit down: 

Luc. We always have confeft it. 

Apem. Ho, ho, confeft it ? hang'd it, have you not ? 

Tim. Qs Apemantus ! you are welcome. 

Apem. No ; you (hall not make me welcome. I come 
to have thee thruft me out of doors. 

Tim. Fie, th'art a churle 5 ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame : 
They fay, my lords, that* Ira furor hrevis eft, 
But yonder man is ever angry. 
Co, let him have. a table by himfelf: 
Tor he does neither affed company, 

Vol.. VI. F Nor 
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Nor is he fit for'f, indeed. 

Apem. Let mc ftay at thy peril, Ttmon y I come to> 
obferve, I give thee warning on r t. 

yVj» I tie no heed of thee ; th'art an Athenian, 
therefore welcome ; I my felf would have mo power— 
pr'ythee, let my meat make thee filent. 

W*. I fcorn thv meat > ,twouM choak me : fo ^ l 
mould ne'er flatter thee. O you gods ! what a number 
of men eat Tim*, and he fees 'em not ? It gneves me 

to fee . , , , , 

So many dip their meat in one man ft blood, 

And, ail the madnefs is, he cheers them up too. 

I wonder, men dare truft themlelves with men ! 

Methinks, they mould invite them withont knive*> 

Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives. 

There's much example for't 5 the fellow, that 

Sits next him now, parts bread with, him* and pledges 

The breath of him m a divided draught, 

Is th' readieft man to kill him. 'T has been prov d. 

Were I a Great Man, I fhould fear to drink,. 

Left they fhould fpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes : 

Great men fhould drink with harnefs on their throats. 

Tim My lord, in heart ; and let the health go round. 

Lucui. Let it flow this way, my eood lord. 

Apem. Flow this way I — a brave fellow ! he keeps Jus 
tides well ; thofe healths will make thee and thy ftate 
look ill, Tmon. Here's that which is too weak to bea 
finner, honeft water, which ne'er left man l'th' imre: 
This and my food are equal, there's no odds ; 
Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the Gods. 

Apemantus's grace* 

Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf -, 
I fray for no man but my felf i s 
Grant, I may never prtoe. fo.fond. 
To truft man en bis oalK or bond; 
Or a harlot for her weeping ; 
Oradog,tbatfeemsajkepingi 

Or 
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Or a keeper nvitb my freedom j 
Or my friends, if / jbould need 'em. 
Amen, Amen\ So f all to' t? 
Rich men fin, and 1 eat root. 

Much good dich thy heart, Apemmdm! 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field 
now. 

Ale. My heart is ever at yoar fervice, my lord. 

Tim. You had rather been at a breakfaft of enemies, 
than a dinner of friends. 

Ale. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's no 
meat like 'em. I could wilh my friend at fuch a feaft. 

Apem. Would all thefe flatterers were thine enemies 
tfcen ; that thou might'ft kill 'em, and bid me to 'em! 

Luc. Might we but have the happinefs, my lord, that 
you would once ufe our hearts, whereby we might ex- 
prefs fome part of our zeals, we fhould think our felves 
tor ever perfect. 

Tim. Oh, no doubt, my good friends, but the God* 
themfelves have provided that I fhall have as much help 
from you : how had you been my friends elfe ? why have 
yoa that charitable title from thoufands, did not you 
chiefly belong to my heart? I have told more of you to 
my felf, than you can with modefty fpeak in your own 
behalf. And thus far I confirm you. Oh you Gods, 
(think I,) what need we hare any friends, if we fhould 
never have need of 'em ? they would moft refemble fweet 
Inftruments hung up in cafes, that keep their founds to 
themfelves. Why, I have often wifht my felf poorer, that 
I might come nearer to you : we are born to do benefits.' 
And what better or properer can we call our own, than 
the riches of our friends ? O, what a precious comfort 
'tis to have fo many, like brothers, commanding one 
another's fortunes I O joy, e'en made away ere't can be 
born* mine eyes cannot hold water, methlnks : to for* 
get their faults, I drink to you. 

Apem. Thou weep'ft to make them drink, Timon. 

Lucul. Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
And at that inftant like a babe fprung up. 

F a Apem* 
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Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe abaftard. 
3 Lord. I promife you, my lord, you movM me 

much. 
Apem. Muchf 

"Sound Tucket. 

Tim. What means that trump ? how now ? 

Enter fer<vant. * 

, &r. Pleafe you, my lord, there are certain ladies 
moft defirous of admittance. 

Tim, Ladies ? what are their wills ?. 

Ber<v. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord, 
which bears that office to fignifie their pleafures. 

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 

: Enter Cupid with a Ma/que of Ladies, as Amazons. 

. . Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timm, and to all 

That of his bounties tafte ! the five beft Senfes 

Acknowledge thee their" patron; and do come 

Freely to gratulate thy plenteous bofom : 

Th'Ear, Tafte, Touch, Smell, pleas'd from thy Table 
rife, (7) 

Thefe only now come but to feaft thine eyes. 

, Tim. They're welcome all : let 'em have kind ad- 
mittance. 

Letmufick make their welcome. 

. (7) There tafte, touch, all, pleased from thy Table rife : 

They only now ] The incomparable Emendation, with 

which the Text is here fupply'd, I owe to my ingenious Friend 
Wv. Wat burton. The five Senfes, as he obferves, are talk*d of 
by Cupid, but only Three of them made out j and thofe in a 
very heavy, unintelligible Manner. But now you have them 
all, and the Poet's Senfe, compleat, vix. The five Senfes, Time*, 
acknowledge thee their Patron j Four of them, the Hearing, the 
Touch, the Tafle, and Smell, are all regaled at your Board 5 
•and thefe Ladies xome with me to entertain your Sight, in pre- 
sen ting a Mafque. 

Luc. 
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Luc. You fee, my lord,. how amply you're belov'd. 

Afem* Hoyday ! what a fweep of vanky comes this 
way! 
They dance, they are mad women. 
Like madnefs is the glory of this life ; 
As this pomp fhews to a little oyl and root. 
We make ourfelves fools, to difport our feives; 
And fpend our flatteries, to drink thofe men, 
Upon whofe age we void it up again, 
With poifonous fpight and envy — — 
Who lives, that's not depraved, or depraves ? 
Who dies, that bears not one fpurn to their graves 
Of their friends' gift ?— • 
I fliould fear, thofe, that dance before me now, 
Would one day ftamp upon me : 'T has been done ; 
Men fhut their doors againfl the fetting fun. 

The Lords rife from table, . rwitb much adoring ^Timon ; 
each Jingling out an Amazon, and all dance, men 
with women ; a lofty ftrain or two to the hautboys, 
and ceafe. 

Tim. You have done our pleafures much grace, fair 
ladies, • 
Set a fair fafhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half fo beautiful and kind : 
You've added worth unto't, and lively luftre, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device. 
I am to thank you for it. 

Luc . My lord, you take us even at the beft. 

Apem. Faith, for the worft is filthy, and would not 
hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 
Pleafe you to difpofe your felves. 

All La. Moft thankfully, my lord. [Exeunt. 

Tim. Throws, — ' .. 

Fla<v. My lord. 

Tim. The little casket bring me hither. 

Fla<v. YeS, my lord. More jewels yet ? there Is: no 
croffing him in's humour, » 

Elfe I mould tell him— well— i'faitb, I fhould, 

p 3 Whem 
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When all's fpent* he'd be crofs'd then if he could : (S) 

' Tis pity, Bounty has not eyes fcehind ; 

That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind. 

LucuL Where be our men ? 

Ser*v. Here, my lord, inreadinefs. 

Luc. OurHorfes. 

Tim. O my good friends \ 
I have one word to fay to you ; look, my lord, 
I muft entreat you, honour me fo much 
As to advance this jewel, accept and wear it, 
Kind my lord ! 

Luc. I am fo far already in your gifts - 

Ail. So are we all. {Ex. Lucius, Lucullus, fcfr. 

Enter a fervant* 

Serv. My lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vifit you. 
Tim. 1 hey are fairly welcome. 

Re-enter PlayTV 

Fla. I befeech your Honour, vouchfafe me a word; 
it dpe* concern you near. 

Tim. Near! Why then another time I'll hear thee. 
I pr'y thee, let's ht provided to /hew them entertainment. 

Flav. I fcarce know how. 

(S) — bid be crofs'd tben if be nuldt] The Poet does not 
mean here, that he would be erofi'd, or thwarted in his Humour \ 
but that be would have his Hand crcfs'd, as we fay, with Mo- 
ney, if he could* He is playing on the Word, and alluding to 
our old Silver-penny, ufed before K. Edward the firft bis Time, 
which had a Croft on the Reverie with a Creafe, that it might 
be more eafily broke into Halves and Quarters, Half-ptnte and 
Tartbingt. From this Penny, and other fubfequent Pieces that 
' bore the like Imprefs, was our common Expreffion deriv'd, / 
bave not aCrofs about me\ i. e. not a Piece of Money. I thought, 
this Note might not be unneceflary, becauf* it ferves to explain 
several other Paflages, where the Poet has funnd on this 
Term. 

Enttr 
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Enter another ferwant. 

1 Serv. May it pleafe your Honour, lord Lucius* oat 
of his free love, hath prefented to you four milk-white 
horfes trapt in filver. 

Tim. I fliall accept them fairly : let the Prefents 
Be worthily entertained. 

Enter a third 'fervant. 
How now ? what news ? 

3 Ser<v. Pleafe you, my lord, that honourable gentle- 
man, Lord Lucul/us, entreats your company to morrow 
to hunt with him, and has fent_your Honour two brace 
of grey- hounds. 

Tim. I'll hunt with him; and let them be received, 
not without fair reward. 

Ffav. What will this come to ? he commands us to 
provide, and give great gifts, and all out of an empty 
coffer ; Nor will he know his purfe, or yield me. this, 
To (hew him what a beggar his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wilhes good ; 
His promifes fly fo beyond his Hate, 
That what he fpeaks is all in debt ; he owes for e v'ry word : 
He is fo kind, that he pays intereft for't : 
His. land's put to their books. Well, 'would I were 
Gently put out of office, ere I were forced ! 
Happier is he thai has no friend to feed, 
Than fuch that do e'en enemies exceed. 
I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit. 

Tim. You do your felves much wrong, you bate too 
much of your own merits. Here, my lord, a trifle of 
our love. 

1 - Lord. With more than common thanks I will re- 
ceive it. 

3 Lord. He has the very foul of bounty. . 

Tim. And now I remember, toy lord, you gave good 
words the other day of a bay courier I rode on. 
Tis yours, becaufe you lik'd it. 

% Lord. Oh, I befeech you, pardon me, my lord, 
iu that. 

F 4 *m* 
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Tim. You may take my word, my lord : I know no 
man can juftly praife, but what he does afFecl. I weigh 
my friend's affeclion with my own ; I'll tell yoa true* 
1'ft call on you.. 

All Lords. O, none fo welcome. 

Tim.. I take all, and your feveral vifitatioris 
So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give ; 
Methinks," I could deal Kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne'er be weary. Akibiades, 
Thou art a foldier, therefore feldom rich, 
It comes in charity to thee ; thy living 
Is 'mongft the dead ; and all the lands thou haft 
Lye in a pitcht field. 

Ale . I defie land, my lord. 

i Lord. We are fo virtuoufly bound - ■ ■ 

Tim. And fo am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd — 

Tim. All to you. Lights ! more lights, more lights. 

3 Lord. The beft of happinefs, honour and fortunes, 
Keep. with you, lord Timon ■ 

Tim. Ready for his friends. [Exeunt Lords. 

Apem. What a coifs here, 
Serving of becks and jutting out of bums f 
I doubt, whether their legs be worth the fums 
That are given for 'em. Friendlhip's full of dregs ; 
Methinks, falfe hearts mould never have found legs* 
Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on court'fies. 

Tim. Now, Apem ant us, if thou wert not fullen^ 
I would be good to thee. 

Apem. No, I'll nothing; for if I fhould be brib'd 
too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and 
then thou wouldft fin the fafter. Thou giv'ft fo long, 
Timon, (9) I fear me, thou wilt give away thy felf in 

proper 

(9) I fear me, thorn vrih give away thy felf in paper Jbertfy.] 
i.e. be rtiin*d by his Securities entred info. But this Senfe, as 
Mr. War bur ton obfcrvcs, is cold j and reliihes very little of that 
Salt which is in Apemantutt other Reflexions* He propofef, 

■ give away tby felf in proper fhortly. 
i. e. in Perfon \ thy proper Self* This Utter is an Expreflkm 

of 
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proper fhortly. What need thefe feafts> pomps, and 
vain-glories ? 

Tim. Nay, if you begin to rail on fodety once, I am 
fwora not to give regards yoa. Farewcl, and com* 
with better mufick. 

Jpem. So thou wilt not hear me now, thou flialt 

not then; # 
I'll lock thy heaven from thee : 
Oh, that men's ears mould be 
To counfel deaf, but not 'to flattery f [Exit. 



ACT II. 
SCENE, A publick place in the City. . 
Enter a Senator. 

Senator. 

AN D late, five thoufand : to Farro and to Jfidore 
He owes nine thoufand, befides my former Sum ; 
Which makes it five and twenty.— Still in motion* 
Of raging wafte ? It cannot hold, it will not. 
If I want gold, ileal but a Beggar's dog, 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold* - 
If I would fell my horfe, and buy ten more 
Better than he ; why, give my horfe to Timon j 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight 
Ten able horfe. No porter at his gate, (10) 

But 
of our Author's in the Tempeft j 
And em'n wtbficb lib Valour Men bang and drew* 
Tba'r proper felvct. 

(xo) jfsk nothing, give it him, it fiats me freight 
An able borfe,] The Stupidity of this Corruption will be very 
*v»os, if we take the whole Context together. " If I want 
" Gold, (fays the Senator) let me fteal a Beggar's Dog, and 
" give it to Tim**, the Dog coins me Gold. If I would fell 
* . . . F 5 " mn 
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But rather one that fmiles, and ftill invites 
All that pafs by it. It cannot hold ; no reafoo 
Can found his Hate in {afety. Capbis, hoa ! 
Capkis, I fay. 

Enter Caphis. 

Cap. Here, Sir, what is your pleafare? 

Sen. Get on your cloak, andhafte you to lord Timon } 
Importune him for monies, be not ceaft 
With flight denial ; nor then filenc'd with 
*' Commend me to your tnafier-— -and the cap 
Plays in the right hand, thus : — but tell him, firrali, 
My ufes cry to me, I mult ferve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are paft, 
And my reliance on his fracled dates 
Has finit my credit. I love and honour him ; 
But muft not break my back, to heal his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 
Muft not be toft and turned to me in words, 
But find Supply immediate. Get you gone. 
?ut on a moil importunate aipeft, 
A vifage of demand : for I do fear, 
When every feather flicks in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked Gull, 
Who flafhes now a Phoenix — Get you gone. 
C*p. I go, Sir. 

Sen. I go, Sir ?— -Take the bonds along with you, u ») 

" my forfe, and had a Mind to buy ten better inftead of him \ 
•« why, I need but give my Horfe to Timon, to gain this Point; 
•' and it presently fetches me an btrj*." But is that gaining 
the Point proposed ? Senfe and Rcafon warrant the Reading, 
that I have reftor'd to the Text. The firft. Faib read*, left cor* 
ruptly than the modern Impreflkms, 

— And abU Horfes. 

Which Reading, join'd to the Reafoninj of the Paffage, ga* 
me the Hint for this Emendation. 

(n) tab tbt Binds along with yon, 

And bavt the Data in. Come.'] The Abfurdity of this Pafftge 
it to glaring, that one cannot help wondering, None of our 

Poet's 
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And have the dates in Compt 
Cap. I will, Sir. 
Sen. Go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to TimonV Hall. 
Enter Flavins, with many Bills in bis band. 

Flav.^h^TO care, no flop ? fo fenfelefs of expence, 

J^\| That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor ceafe his Bow of riot ? Takes no account 
How things go from him, and refumes no care 
Of what is to continue : never Mind 
Was to be fo unwife, to be fo kind. 

What (nail be done? he will not hear, 'till feel r 

I mufl be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fie, fie, £e, fie. 

Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro. 

Gn\Good evening, Varro, ; what, you come for money? 

Far. Is't not yotir bufincfs too ? 

Cap. It is ; and your's too, Jfidore P 

Jfid. It is fo. 

Cap. "Would we were all difcharg'd t 

Far. 1 fear it< 

Cap. Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, and bir train. 

Tim. So foon as dinner's done, we'll forth again. 

My Jlcibtadts, Well, What's vour Will I 

[They prefent tbeir bills* 
Cap. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Poet's Editors ftiould have been fagacious enough to itambfe 
at it. Certainly, ever fince Bonds were given, the Date wa» 
pot m when the Bond was enter' d into : And thefe Bonds 
Ttmn had already given, and the Time limited for their Pay- 
ment was laps'd. The Senator's Charge to his Servant rouft H* 
'o the Tenour as I have amended the Text ; Was. Take g<xx* 
Notice of the Dates, for the better Computation of the kueceft 
due upon them, 

Tim* 
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Tim. Dues ? whence are you ? 

Cap. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my Steward. 

Cap. Pleafe it your lordftiip, he hath put me off" 
To the fucceffion of new days, this month :. 
My matter is awak'd by great occasion, 
To calji upon his own ; and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts you'll fuit, 
In giving him his Righ*. 

Tim. Mine honeft friend, 
I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning. 

Cap. Nay, good my lord ■ 

Tim. Contain thy felf, good friend. 

Far. One Varr<f* fervant, my good lord — * 

I/id. From lfedore^ he prays your fpeedy payment— 

Cap. If you did know, my lord, my matter's wants — 

Far. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, &x weeks, and 
paft. — 

Ifid. Your Steward puts me off, my lord, and I 
Am fent exprefly to your lord (hip. 

Tim. Give me breath : ~— • 
I do befeech you, good my lords, keep on, [Ex. lords* 
I'll wait upon you inftantly. — Come hither : 
How goes the world, that I am thus encountred 
With clam'rous claims of debt, of broken bonds* 
And the detention of long-fince-due debts, 
Againtt my honour ? 

FJa. Pleafe you, gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs : 
Your importunity ceafe, *till after dinner ; 
That I may make his lordihip underftand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do fo, my friends j fee them well entertam'd. 

[£*i7Timon. 

Flaw. Pray, draw near. [Exit Flavius. 

Enter Apemantus, and Fdol. 

Cap. Stay, ftay, here comes the Fool with Apemantus, 
let's have fome (port with 'em. 
Far. Hang him, he'll abufe us* 

JfiL 
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Jfil A plague upon him, dog! 

Far. How do!!, fool? 

Apem. Doft dialogue with, thy fhadow ? 

Far. I (peak not to thee. 

Apem, No, 'tis to thy felf. Come away. 

ljid. There's the fool hangs on your back already; 

Apem. No, thou ftand'ft fingle, thou^art not on. him yet. 

Cap. Where's the fool now ? 

Apem. He laft ask*d the queftibn. Poor rogues', and 
tfarers'men ! bawds between gold and want! 

All. What are we, Apetnantm? . 

Apem. Afles. 

All. Why ? 

Apem. iThat you ask me what you are, and do not 
know your felves. Speak to 'em, fool. 

Pool. How do you. Gentlemen ? 

All. Gramercies, good Fool : how does your miftrefs B 

Foftl. She's e'en fetting on water to fcald fuch chickens 
as you are. 'Would, we could fee you at Corinth 

Apem. Good ! gramercy I 

Enter Page. 

Tool. Look you, here comes my miftrefs' page. 

Page. Why, how now, captain ? what do you in this 
wife company ? how doft thou, Apemantus ? 

Apem. 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might 
anfwer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the Superfcrip- 
tion of thefe letters ; I know not which is which. 

Apem. Can'ft not read ? 

Page. No. 

Apem. There will little learning die then, that day 
thoa art hang'd. This is to lord Timon, this to Akibt- 
tia. Go, thou waft born a baftard, and thou'lt die a 
bawd. 

Page. Thou waft whelpt a dog, and thou (halt famifh, 
a dog's death. Anfwer not, I am gone. [2?ai/.- 

Apem. Ev'n {b thou out-run'ft grace. 
fool, I will go with you to lord Timons. 

M. Will you leave me there ? 

Apem\ 
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Apem. HTimon ftay at home———. 
You three ferve three Ufurers ? 

All. I would, they ferv'd us. 

Apem. So would I — as good a trick as ever hangman 
ferv'd thief. 

Fool. Are you three ufurers* men ? 

AIL Ay, fool 

Fool. I think, no ufurer but has a fool to his fer- 
yant. My miftrefs is one, and I am her fool ; when 
men come to borrow of your matters, they approach 
fadly, and go away merrily ; but they enter my mi- 
ftrefs's houfe merrily, and go away fadly. The reafon 
of this ? 

Var. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore* 
matter, and a knave; which notwithflanding, thou fhalt 
benolefsefteem'd. 

Var. What is a whore-mafter, fool ? 

Fool. A fool in good Cloaths, and fomething like thee. 
f Tis a fpirit ; fometimes it appears like a lord, fome- 
times like a lawyer, fometimes like a philofopher, with 
two ftones more than's artificial one. He J6 very often 
like a knight; and generally, in all fhapes that man 
goes up and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this 
Spirit walks in. 

Far. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wife man; as much 
foolery as' I have, fo much wit thou lack'ft. 

Apem. That anfwer might have become Apentantus* 

AIL Afide, afide, here comes lord Timon. 

Enter Timon and Flaviu6. 

Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 
Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and 
woman ; fometime, the philofopher. 

Fla. Pray you, walk near, 1*11 fpeak- with you anon. 
[Exeunt Creditors, Apemantus and Fool. 
Tim. You make me marvel ; wherefore, ere this time, 
Had you not fully laid my ftate before me ? 
That I might fo have rated my expence, 

As 
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As I had leave of means. 

/&. You would not hear me, ; 
At many leifures I propos'd. 

Tim. Goto: 
Perchance, fomefingle vantages yon took, 
When my indifpofition put you back : 
And that unaptnefs made you minifter 
Thus to excufe your felf. 
Fla . O my good lord ! 
At many times I brought in my accounts. 
Laid them before you 5 you would throw them off, 
And fay, you found them in mine honefty. 
When, for fome trifling Prefent, you have bid me 
Return fo much, I've ftiook my head, and wept; 
Yea, 'gainflth' authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more clofe. I did endure 
Not feldom, nor no flight, checks ; when I have 
Prompted you in the ebb of your eJftate, 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-Iov'd Lord, 
Though you hear now too late, yet now's a time ; 
The greateft of your Having lacks a half 
To pay your prefent debts. 
Tim. Let all my land be fold. 
Fla. 'Tis all engag'd, fome forfeited and gone : 
And what remains will hardly flop the mouth 
Of prefent dues ; the future comes apace :. 
What fhali defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our recVning ? 

Tim. To. Lactdamon did my land extend. 
Fla. O my good lord, the world is but a world; 
Were it all yours, to give it m a breath, 
How quickly were it gone f 
Tim. You tell roe true. 

Fla. Ifyoufufpeftroy husbandry, or faUhood, 
Call me before th' exafteft Auditors, 
And fist me on the proof. So the Gods blefs me, 
When all our Offices have been ©pprcft 
With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken fpilth of wine 5 when every room 
Hath blaz'd wkn lights, and bxay'd with miuftrelfie^ 
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I have retired me to a wafteful cock, 
And fet mine eyes at flow. 

Tim. Pr'ythee, no more.- . , 

Fla. Heav'ns 1 have I faid, the bounty of this lord! 
How many prodigal bits have flaves and peafants 
This night englutted ! who now is not Titmfs ? 
What heart, head, fword, force, means, but is lord 

Timoris} 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timoris ? 
Ah ! w,hen the means are gone, that buy this praife, 
The breath is gone whereof this praife is made : 
Feaft-won, faft-loft : one cloud of winter fliowres, 
Thefe flies are coucht. 

Tim. Come, fermon me no further. 
No villainous bounty yet hath pait my heart; 
Unwifely, not ignobly, have I given/ 
Why dbft thou ween ? canft thou the confcience lack, 
To think I lhall lack friends ? fecure thy heart; 
If I would broach the veffels of my love, 
And try the arguments of hearts by borrowing* 
Men and men's fortunes could I frankly ufe, 
As I can bid thee ipeak. , * 

Fla. Affurance blefs your thoughts! 

Tim. And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown'd, 
That I account them bleflings ; for by thefe 
Shall I try friends. You ihall perceive how you 
Miftake my fortunes : in my friends I'm wealthy. 
Within there, Ho ! Flamimus, Serwilius I 

Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other fcrvanti. 

Serv. My lord, my lord. 

Tim. I will difpatch you fevVally. 
You to lord Lucius — to lord Lucullus you, I hunted with 
his Honour to day — you to Sempronius — commend mc 
to their loves ; and I am proud, fay, that my occafions 
have found time to ufe ? em toward a fupply of mony 9 
let the requeft be fifty talents. 

Flam: As you have faid, my lord. 

F/a. Lord Lucius and Lucullus f hum — 
t Tim. Go, you, Sir, to the Senators ; [To Flavius. 

Of 
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Of whom, even to the Stale's beft health, I have 
Defer* d this hearing ; bid 'cm fend o'th' inftant 
A thoufand talents to me. ' 

Fla. I've been bold, 
(For that I knew it the moil genVal way) 
To them to ufe your fignet and your name j 
But they do (hake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in Return. 

Tim. Is' t true? can't be? 

Fla. They anfwer in a joint and corporate voice. 
That now they are at Fall, want Trea&e, cannot 

W^VV Y W ?A d; aw .(«ny-Vou are honourable- 

But yet they could have wiflit—they know not — 

bomethmg hath been amifs — a noble nature 

May catch a wrench —would all were well —'tis pity— 

And io intending other ferious matters, 

After difUfteful looks-, and thefe hard fraftions, 

With certain half- caps, and cold- moving nods, (12) 

They froze me into filence. 

Tim. You Gods reward them ! 
I pr'y thee, man, look cheerly. Thefe old fellowi 
Have their Ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it feldom flows, ' 
Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 
And nature, as it grows again tow'rd earth, 
Is fafbion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius — — pr'ythee, be not fad, 
Thou'rt true, and juft ; ingenuoufly I fpeak, 
No Blame belongs to thee : Vtntidms lately 
Bury'd his father, by whofe death he's ftepp'd 
into a great eftate ; when he was poor, 
Imprifond, and in fcarcity of friends* 
I clear'd him with five talents. Greet him from me % 

(ia) Cold moving Nodt,\ All the Editions exhibit thefe at 
two diftina Adjedives, to the Prejudice of the Author^* Mean- 
ing : but they muft be join'd by an Hyphen, and make a Com- 
pound Adjective out of a Subrtanttve and a Participle, and then 
we have the true Senfe of the Place; Cold-moving, Cold-provok- 
»£; Nods fo difcouraging, that they chuTd the very Ardour of 
our petition* and froxe us into fiUnct. 

Bid 
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Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceffity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be rememberM 
With thofe five talents. That had, give't thefe fellow* 
To whom 'tis inftant due. Ne'er fpcak, or think, 
That Timor? $ fortunes *mong his friends can fink. 
Stttv. 'Would, I could not : that thought is boun- 
ty'* foe ; 
Being free it felf, it thinks all others fo. [Exeunt* 

ACT III. 

SCENE, Lucullus'j Houfe in Athens. 

Flaminius waitings Enter a fcrvant to him. 

Servant, i 

I Have told my lord of you; he is coming down to 
,v you ' 
Flam. I thank you, Sir. 

Enter Lucullos. 

Ser. Here's my low!. 

Lucul. One of lord Timor?* men; a gift, I warrant- 
Why, this hits right : I dreamt of a filver bafon and 
ewre to night. Flaminius, honeft Flaminius, yon are 
very refpedtively welcome, Sir; fill me fome wine. 
And how does that honourable, compleat, free-hearted 
Gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and 
mailer? 

Flam. His health is well, Sir. 

Lucul. lam right glad that his heakh is well, Sirs 
and what haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty //*- 
minius ? - 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which, 
in my lord's behalf, 1 come to entreat your Honour to 
fupply ; who, having great and inftant occafion to tifei 

fiftv 
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fifty talents, hath fent to your lordihip to furaifli him, 
nothing doubting your prefcnt affiftance therein. 

Lucul. La, la, la, la,— - Nothing doubting, fays he? 
alas, good lord, a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would not 
keep fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I ha" din'd 
with him, and told him on't ; and come again to fupper 
to him, on purpofe to have him fpend lefs» And yet he 
would embrace no counfel, take no warning by my 
Coming; every man hath his fault, and honefty is his. 
I ha' told him on't, but I could never get him from't. 

Enter a Jervant, with wine, 

Ser. Pleafe your lordfhip, here is the wine. 

Lucul. Flaminius, 1 have noted thee always wife. 
Here's to thee. 

Flam, Your lordfhip fpeaks your pleafure, 

Lucul. I have obferv'd thee always for a towardly 
prompt fpirk, give thee thy due : and one that knows 
what belongs to reafon 1 and cajtft ufe the time well, if 
the time ufe thee well. Good parts in thee — Get you 
gone, firrah- [To the fit*vqnt y who goes out.'] — Draw 
nearer, honed Flaminius ; thy lord's a bountiful gentle- 
man, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well enough 
(altho' thou corned to me} that this is no time to lend 
mony, efpecially upon bare friend (hip without fecurity. 
Here's three Soli darts for thee ; good boy, wink at me, 
and fay, thou faw'ft me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam. Is't poffible the world ihould fo much differ, 
And we alive that liv'd ? fly, damned bafenefs, 
To him that worfhips thee. [Throwing the many away* 

Lucul, Ha ! now I fee thou art a fool, and fit for thy 
matter. [Exit Lucul 1 us. 

Flam. May thefe add to the number that may fcald 
thee: 
Let molten coin be thy damnation, 
Thou drfeafe of a friend, and not himfelf ! 
Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart, 
It turns in lew than two nights ? O you gods ! 
I feel my mailer's paffion. This flave 
l T i)to this hour ha&my lord's meat in him : 

Why 
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Why (hould it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 

When he k turn'd to poifon ? 

O I may difeafes only work upon't : 

And when he's fick to death, let not that parr 

Of nature, my lord paid for, be of powei 

To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour t [Exi 

SCENE, a public} Street. 
Enter Lucius, <wit& three firangers. 

Luc. \\7 HO, the lord Timon ? he is my very got 
VV friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran. We know him for no lefs, tho' % we are bl 
Grangers to him . But I can tell you one thing, my lord 
and which I hear from common rumours, now lord Tt* 
weft's happy hours are done fend pail, and his eft 
(brinks from him, 

Luc. Fyc, no, do net believe H ' he cannot want 
monyv 

2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that not long 
ago one of his men was with the lord LucuUus, to bor- 
row fifty talents, nay, urg'd extremely for't, and (hewed 
what neeeffity belonged to\ and yet was deny M. 

Luc. How? 

2 Stran. I tell you, deny'd, my lord. 

Luc. What a ftrange cafe was that ? now, before the 
Gods, I am a(ham'd ©n't. Deny'd that honourable man ? 
there was very little honour (hew'd in that. For my own 
part, I muft needs confefs, I have received fome (inall 
kindneffes from him; as mony, plate, jewels, and fuch 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his $ yet had he mis- 
took him, and fenthim tome, I (hould ne'er have de- 
ny 'd his occafion fo many talents. 

Enter Servilius. 

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord, I have 
fweat to fee his Honour. — My honour'd lord — 

[To Lucius 
Luc. Ser<vMw! you are kindly met, Sir. Fare th© 

well 
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ell, commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, mir 
ery exquifite friend. ' "' 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honour, my lord hath fern- 
Luc Hal, Whathithhefent? {Jfo^SiS^ 

nmVft thou ? and what has he Tent now ? ' 

&r . H'as only fent his prefent occafion now, my lord • 
^ U tSe n nl y0Ur 0rdihi P tofu PP^ Ws iniUntufe,S 

Luc. 1 know, his lordfliip is but merry with me • 
le cannot want iifty five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants lefs, my Lord 
t his occafion were not virtuous, 
fhould not urge it half fo faithfully. 

Luc. Doft thou fpeak ferioufly, Strvi/ius? 

Ser. Upon my foul, 'tis true, Sir. 

Luc. What a wicked beaft was I, to disfurnifo my 
*f agamft fuch a good time, when I might ha' fhewn 
\y felf honourable? how unluckily it hap'ned that I 
lould purchafe the day before for a litde (i 2) dirt 
ad undo a great deal of honour? WiW, now be! 
*re the gods I am not able to do— (the more beaft, 

fay) I was fending to ufe lord Tim* my felf! 

lefe gentlemen canwitnefs; but I would not, for the 
'ealth of Athens, I had done't now. Commend me 
ountifully to his good lordfliip, and, I hope, his Ho- 
our will conceive the faireft of me, becaufe I have no 
wer to be kind. And tell him this from me, I count 

(12) That 1 Jbould purchafe the day before fir a KttU part 
*/ undo a great deal of Honour?] Tho' there is a.feeming 
Uufible Antttbeft, in the Terms, 1 am very well aflur'd they 
re corrupt at the bottom. For a little Part of What'? hL 
>«r is the only Subftantive that follows in the Sentence • 
ot Men don't purchafe for Honour, tho' fometimes they may 
fm Purchafers out of Oftentation. How much is the Anti- 
*fis improv'd by the Senfe which my Emendation gives ? 
That I mould be fo unlucky to make this Purchafe, for the 
lucre of a little Dirt, and undo a great deal of Honour!'* 
%i Manner of expreffing coritemptuouOy of Land, is very fre» 
*nt with the Poets. 



it 
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it one of my greateft affiiclions, that I cannot pfeafure 
fach an honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, will 
you befriend me fo far, as to ufe my own words to 
him? 

Sir. Yes, Sir, I mall. , {Exit Servilius. 

Luc. 1*11 look ye out a good turn, Servijius 

True, as youfaid, Timon h (hrunk, iiideed; 

And he, that's once deny'd, will hardly fpeed. {Exit. 

1 Strati. Dd you obferve this, Hofiiliusf 

2 Slran. Ay, too well. 

i Stran. Why, this is the world's foul ; 
Of the fame piece is every flatterer's fpirit : ( 1 3) 
Who can call him his friend, 
That dips in the fame difh ? for, in my knowing, 
Timon has been to this lord as a father, 
And kept his credit with his bounteous purfe t 
Supported his eftate ; nay, Timon 's mony 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks, 
But Timorit Silver treads upon his lip ; 
And yet, oh, fee the monftroufneft of man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful fliape I 
He does deny him (in refpect of his) 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Strati. Religion groans at it. 
1 Strati. For mine own part, 

I never tailed Timon in my life ; 

Nor any of his bounties came o'er me, 

To iriark jne for his 1 friend. Yet, I proteft, 

For his right noble mind, illuftrious virtue, 

And honourable carriage, 

Had his itecenlty made ufe of me, 

I would have put my wealth into donation, 

And the beft half fhould have return'd to him, 

So much I love his heart; but, I perceive, 

Men muft learn now with pity to difpcnee, 

For policy fits above confidence. [Exiimt. 

(13) J* nttrj rUittertt's Spdrt.] This fcnfcleft Corroptktf 
AM nm through »U tht Editions 5 tnd, at I foppofc, wither 

Sufpicion. 

Ento 
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Enter a third Servant with Sempronius. 

Sem. Mail he needs trouble me in't ? 'bovc all others ?— 
le might have tried lord Lucius* or Lucullus, 
\nd now Vtntidius is wealthy too, 
tfhom he redeemed from prifon : All thefe three 
Dwe their eftates unto him. 

Ser. Oh, my lord. 
They've all been touch'd, and all are found bafe metal; 
For they have all deny'd him. 

Sem. How? deny 'd him? 
Ventidius and Lucullus both deny'd him? 
And does he fend to me ? three ! hum - « 1 ■■ 
It fhews but little, love or judgment in him. 
Muft I be his lad refuge? his friends, like phyficifcns, (14) 
ThrivM, give him over > muft I take the cure 
On me ? h'as much difgrac ? d me in't ; I'm angry. 
He might have known my Place \ I fee no fenfe fbr't, 
But his occafions might have wooed me firft : 
For, in my confcience, I was the firft man 
That e-'cr received gift from him. 
And does he think 10 backwardly of me, 
That I'll requite it laft ? no : 
So it may prove an argument of laughter 
To th' reft, and 'mongft lords I be thought a fool : 
Td rather than.the worth of thrice the fum, 
H'ad fent to me nrft, but for my mind's fake: 
Td fuch a courage to have done him good. 
But now return, 

And with their faint Reply this Anfwer join ; 
Who bates mine honour, (hall not know my coin. [Exit. 

(14) " bit Friends, Hie PbyJUiant 

Thriv'd, give him over /] I halve reftor'd this old Reading, 
only amended the Pointing which was faulty. Mr. Pope fuf- 
peaing the Phrafe, has Substituted Three in the room of tbriv'd, 
and fo difarm'd the Poet's Satire. Phyfidans tbrivd is no more 
than Phyficians grown rich : Only the Adjective PaflVre of this 
Vtrh, indeed, is not fo common in Ufe 5 and yet it is a familiar 
Expreffion, to this day, to fay, Sucb a One it well thrive* on bit 

*"* a* 
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Scr. Excellent ! your lordfhip's a goodly villain. The 
devil knew not what he did, when he made man poli- 
tick; he crofs'd himfelf by't; and I cannot think, bat 
in the end the villanies of man will fet him clear. How 
fairly this lord ftrives to appear foul ? takes virtuous co- 
pies to be wicked : like thofe that under hot, ardent, 
zeal would fet whole Realms on fire. Of fuch a nature 
is his politick love. 

This was my lord's beft hope ; now all are fled, 
Save^he Gods only. Now his friends are dead ; 
Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bpunteous year, muft be employ'd 
Now to guard fure their matter. 
And this is all a liberal courfe allows ; 
Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfc. 

[Exit. 

SCENE changes to Timon'* Hall. 

Enter Varro, Titus, Hortenfius, Lucius, and other fir* 
wants of Timon'j creditors^ who wait for - bu com- 
ing out. 

Far. IT/ELL met, good morrow, Tituj and flcr- 
VY tenfius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

JJor, Lucius, why do we meet together ? 

Luc. I think, one bufinefs does command us all. 
For mine is mony. 

Tit. So is theirs, and ours. 

Enter Philo. 

Luc . And Sir P&isVs too. 
Phi* Good day, at once. 

Luc. Welcome, good brother. What d'you think 
the hour ? 
1 Phi. Labouring for nine. 
Luc. So much? 
Phi. Is not my lord feen yet ? 
: Luc. Not yet. 

Phi, 
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Phi. I wonder : he was wont to fhine at feven. , 

Luc. Ay, but the days are waxed (horter with him : 
You muft confider that a Prodigal's Couf fe 
Is like the fan's, bat not like his recoverable, 1 fear: 
'Til deeped winter in lord Timon's purfe ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit. I'll (hew you how t' obferve a ftrange event : 
Your lord fends now for mony. 

Hor. True, he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of TJmcns gift. 
For which I wait for mony. 

Hot. Againft my heart. 

Luc. How ftrange it (hows, 
Timm in this mould pay more than he owes ! 
And e'en as if your lord mould wear rich jewels, 
And fend for moay for 'em. 

Hor. I'm weary of this charge, the Gods can witnef* : 
I know, my lord hath fpent of Timon r $ wealth ; 
Ingratitude now makes it worfe than Health. 

Far. Yes, mine's three thoufand crowns : what's 
yours? 

Luc. Five thoufand. 

Far. 'Tis too much deep, and it fhould feem by th'fum, 
Your matter's confidence was above mine ; 
£lfe, furely, his had equall'd. 

Enter Flaminius. 

Tit. One of lord Timonh men, 

Luc. Flaminius I Sir, a word: pray, is my lord ) 
Ready to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordfhip; pray, fignifie fo much, 

flam. I need not tell him that, he knows you are 
too diligent. 

Enter Flavius in a cloak, muffled. 

Luc. Ha ! is not that his Steward muffled fo r 
Re goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 
Vol. VI. G Tit 
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frY. 1)6 you heat, &r»***- 

*?&r. tyyonr leave, Sir. 

F/*. What do yoUa* ofirie, myfrtentft 

^fr. We vnax'ftn'ttmfaltfottfYtert, Sir. 

F&. Ifmony^ereasttttafa^7(towiidiig, 
!*Twere fute though. 

Why then prefcrrM. you not your fums and biftj, 
When your falfc matters cat of Iny hw*s meat ? 
Then they 'iwtmM* ftn3fe and' fawn Hp&tx his debts, 
And take down th* interelfcin their g!ntt , nottS , ttaW8 ; 
You do your (elves but wrong to ■ftxr ine* tip, 
Let me pri* quietly : --*-*- 
"Selieve't, my lord and I hate made Un«rid; 
1 have no more to reckon, he* to fpetA. 

Luc. Ay, but this anfwertvffl nof&rvfe. 

F/a. If 'twill* not fern, *tisTiot*1ttfeas*y^u; 
For you^fefVe-kiftvas. fAr#. 

Far. How ! what does his tfrmlerUitorlHp'ttBtteT? 

^ ^o matter, what *-1te , s t poor, ami' Aaf s remenge 
enough. Who can ftteak broader than^ matffasno 
houfe to put his ticad in J Such "may l rail againft «great 
fcuildrags. ... 

Enter Scrvilius. 

^/t>h, T&tftSmjilius ;*w **t fhaH %ave -fiinc 
anfwef. 

Ser. If I might befeechytm,' gentlemen, to 'repair 
fome other hour, Likould 'derive much from it. For 
take it of my foul, 

My lord, leans wondroufry to tiiftonteat : 
His cdralbrtable temper hasfcrfook him, 
He is much out of health, and keeptfMs^tfitfmter. 

luc. Many do keep their ehambefrs, Hfremot " 
And if he be To far Veybnd im heattfe, 
Methinks, 'he Ihotild the toMcrfkyMs 6tte, 
And make a .clear way to the Gods. 

Ser. Good God*! 

7/7. We eaanot take this for an anfwer. . 

Flam. [wMm+l StrwfiM, help— roylonHinylorili 

'Bnto 
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Tm. What, ramy doors opposV! againft my.paflaft:, 
Have I been e*er &ee, and muft my So ofe r ^f ** 
Be my retentive enemy, my gpal ? 
The place, which I Uve feiffted, does it no*. 
Like all i mankilw, ihew.ine an ironWt ? 

Z*r. Fnton-now, £#**». 

«*. M/ lord, here's my MIL 

Luc. Here's mine. 

C^. And ours, my lord. 

Phi. And our jijjls. 

??». Knock me down with 'cm — cleare me t# 

Zsv. Alas f my lord. 

Tim. Cat oat my heart in fams* 

Tit. Mine, <fiy talents. 

Tim. TdLoiit way blood. 

£ar. ^ivc thottland crowns, . my lord. 

Tim. Five thoufand drops pay that. 
What yours -—and yours I 

Far. My lord 

Cap. My lord i - 

TVar. Here tear me, take me, and the Gods fall on 
y° u - {Exit. 

H*r. Faith, I perceive, our Mafters may throw their 
caps at their mony^hefe -debts may tc wetl call?d de- 
fperate ones, for a mad man owes 'em. [£xeu*t. 

RerftUr Timpn ittlFlavius, 

Tfm. They have e'tgn put my breath from me, the 
(laves. Creditors! dovfe. 

Fla. My dear lord, 

Tim. What if it jhguld be fo ? > 

Fla. My dearloid, 

Tim. I'll have it fo— -—My Howard t 

Fla. Herej my lord* 

%im. §o. fitly { ■ Go, bid all my friends- apfitfe, 

Ukfimy luiuUut, MH&Sempr&iito, All. ■ ■■ 

G a I'll 
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Ill once more feaft the rafcals. - 

fla . O my lord ! 
You only fpeak from your diftrafted foul ; 
There's not fo much left as to furuiih out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Be knot thy. care : 
Co, and invite them all, let in the tide 
Of knaves once more : my Cook and 111 provide. 

SCENE -changis to the Senate-houfe. 

Senators, and Alcibiades. ' 

1 Sen. Ti/T Y lord, you have my voice to't* the fcult'i 

'Tis neceflary he mould die : 

Nothing emboldens fin fo much as mercy. , 

* 2 Sen. Mod true ; the law fhallbruife 'em. 

Ale. Health, Honour, . and Companion to the ienatc! 

1 Sen. Now, Captain. 

AU. I am an humble fuitor to your Virtues : 
For Pity is the virtue of the law, 
And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly. 
it pleafes time and fortune to lie heavy 
.Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ftept into the law, which is paft depth . 
To thofe that without heed do plunge into*t. 
He is a man, fetting his fault afide, 
Of virtuous honour, which buys out his fault ; 
Nor did he foil the faft with cowardife, 
But with a noble fury, and fair fpirit, 
Seeing his reputation touc^d to death, 
He did oppoie his foe : 
And with fuch fober and unnoted paflion 
He did behave his anger ere 'twas fpent, 
As if he had but prov'd an argument. 

i Sen. You undergo too ftri£t a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly Deed look fair : 
Your words have took iuch pains, as if they iabour'd 

T# 
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To bring Man-flaughter into form, fee quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed. 
Is valour mis-begot, and came into the world 
When fe&s and factions* were bat newly born. 
He's truly valiant, that can wifely fuffer 
The worft that man can breathe, and make his wrongs 
His out fides ; wear them like his rayment, carelefly & 
And ne'er prefer his Injuries to his heart, 
To bring it in(o danger. 
If wrongs be evils, aod inforce ns kill, 
What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill ? 
Ale. My lord, — — — " 

1 Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear \ 
It is not valour to revenge, but bear. 

Ale. My lords, then, under favour, pardpn me, 
If I fpeak like a Captain. 
Whv do fond men expofe themfelves to battle, 
And not endure all threatnings, fleep upon't, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? why then, fure, women are more valiant,. 
That flay at home, if bearing carry it ; 
The afs, more than the lion ; and the fellow, 
Loaden with irons, wifer than the judge; 
If wiftiom be in fuff'ring. Oh, my lords* 
As you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condemn Ramnefs in cold blood I . 
To kill, I grant* is fin's extreameft guft, " 
But, in defence, ■ " by mercy, 'tis moft juft. 
To be in anger is impiety : 
But who is man, that is not angry ? 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Sen. You breathe in vain. 
^ Ale. In vain ? his Service done 
At Laced<rmon, and Byzantium, 
Were a fufficient briber for his life. 

i Sen. What's that? 

Ale. I fay, my toed*, h'aa done fair fervice, 
And flain in battle many of your eaeawc** * „- 

G j How 
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How futf pf vaJour'didh^bcar hittdtlf 

In thelaft conflift, and matie ptanfeuis WttftitiSt 

2 to. He has iriade to* mo<fli pl«ty itrkh 'dft* 
He's a fworn rkrteV; he baa a fin j 
That often drowns hir/i. and tafeas valddf p^?T(Wer. 
iy ere thef C no foes 1 , That were enough akme 
T6 overcome him. In that Beaftly fory 
He Has been known to commit outrage*, 
And cherifh fa&ions . *Tis inferrM tt> 18, 
His days are foul, 'anft hh Drink darigerrihsV 
i Sen. He dies. 

Ak. Hard fate f he might hare died in itet. 
My lords, if n6t for airy parte in hiih, 
(Though his right arm ixright pufeftafe Hisdvrn tAife, 
And he in debt to none j) yet ttoffe t6 rdote yotf, 
Take my Deferts to his, and jdh* 'efta tibffi. 
And for I know, yonf tewfcrld a£& lOte 
Security, Pfl fwwn my' vidorhf f, 
My Honours to yon, on his gooa* feUJHftv 
If by this crime he dwe» Hie law K* lift, 
. Why, let the war recent in Valiant g»6r$i 
ForiawhfWc^ and war h nothing ttfcr& 

i Sen. We are for law, he dfcs, nfge* it *6 flr*e> 
On height of firf (HftlearW: frfertd, 6r* bfdffierV 
He forfeits his own Mot**, &* fjtila iftfotHefc 

^/r . Muft it be fo ? it fniift not Be : 
My lords, I do befeeifc yba, kftt**ffte; 
2 &*. How? " • . ■ 

Ale. Call me to yttor ftffiOnttllftces^ 
$Se*\ What? "* --"« 

^f/r. I cannot think, but yottr ige Had* fSfgfit ftfc ; 
Jt could not elfe be, I fheftfld prdVe fy bate, - 
To fue, and be deny 'd Arch comrhon grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 

i Sen . Do you dare* trtlr anger ? 
'Tis in few words, but fpadrjus in efieft ; 
We banifh thee for e Ver. 

Ale . Banifh me ! 
Banifh yoitf Dotage, IfairHn U fury, 
That make dM Senate ngljr. > 



Sen. 
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tA», If, amertmo days' mine* «<AtWaoitajttt.thec, 
Attend our weightier judgment. 
And* (act ta-frwpllgcr fpirit,) 
He (hall be executed prefently. ££fts«e& 

Ale. Gods keep you old eaoegh, that yon map lire 
Only in bone, that none map lew on. yon ! 
I'm worfe than mad : I have kept back thri* foe* : 
Whiietiiey bare told their woy, andl** cut . 
Their coin upcm lajge iatereft ; I my felt 

Rich only in large hurts. AH thofe, for this ? 

U this the batfem. that the nfuring 4tnate 

Pours into Captains' wounds ? ha! Bamfhta**t£ 

h comes not- ill : I hajte net to he baaiwt. 

It k a eeufe worthy my tpfoen and fury* 

That I may ftrike at Athens. Ill chee? up 

illy <tt&ontoAt«d troops, and lay for hearts* . 

1 TJs bono** wkh mow lands to b* at odd* j 

SotttamlkifemetttttMert lyaengt, at Soda* [$**V 

§ C E N % changes to Ti mo n V Afajfc 
£«/ir ^wtw Senqtfiriy at fivtrqt d?ars. . 



1 Sen. *Tp H £ good, time of the day So you, Sir. 

J^ ' z\n.' I aftfe Win in t>o yo» : I thtok* 
this honouraWfe toed did but try us this other day.* 

1 &». Upon t^rat were my thought* tiring, when we 
etrcouirtred. J hope, it k net k> W with him, a* he 
made it feem in the tryal of his fevemi Viands. 

2 Sen. It ihpuld nQt be, by the jser iuafie* of his aew 



1 Sen. ImenMtfcmkfo; bo hath (eat me an eaunefl 
inviting, which many my Mar egeaftens <$d UE g« ***- to 
put off: but he hath conjurM me bayoiid them, and I 
mull needs a Bpe&r- 

2 Sen. in nke manner was I in dabt to rosy importu- 
nate bunnefs ; but he would not hear my eiccu^. J am 
forry, Mjhen, he fcm to bewew of me* that my pr ovifion 
was out. 

G 4 l $**• 



*5* Timonc/Athins. 

i Sin, I am fick of that grief too, as I nnderftand 
Low all things go. 

a Sen. Every man here's fo. What would he have 
borrow'd of you ? 
: i Sen. A thoufand pieces. 

a &*. A thoufand pieces I 
' i &*. What of jou ? 

3 $«r. He fent to me, Sir—— here he comes. 

Enter ^imon and attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both ■ and 

how fare you? 

i Sen. Ever at the bed, hearing weU of youx lord/hip, 

2 Sen. The Swallow follows not fummer more wu- 
lingly, than we your lordfhip. 
^ yiww. Nor more willingly leaves winter : fuch fummer- 
birds afe men. " ■ Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompenfe this lone ftay : feaft your ears with the mu- 
fick a while ; if they will fare fo harfhly as on the 
trumpet's found: we mall to't prefently. 

i Sen. I hope, it remains not unkindly with your 
lordfhip, that I returned you an empty meuenger. 

Tim. 6 Sir, let it not trouble you. 

• 2 Sen. . My noble lord. 

Tim. Ah, my good friend, what cheer? 

[The banquet Brought in* 

• 2 Sen. Moft honourable lord, I'm e'tnfck of fhame, 
that when your lordihip t'other day fent to me, I was 
£o unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think not on't, Sir. 

2 Sen. If you had fent but two hours before 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance- 
Come, bring in altogether. 

a Sen. All cover'd dimes ! 

i Sen. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

• 3 Sen. Doubt not that, if mony and the fcafon can 

yield it. 
i Sen. How do you ? what's the news ? 

3 Sen. Jldhiaaes is banifti'd : hear you of it ? 
Both. Acibiadiihiri&L&l 

J Sen. 
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iSen. Tisfo, be Aire of it. 

1 Sen. How ? how ? 

2 for. I pray you, upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 Sen. I'll tell ye more anon. Here's a noble feaft 
toward. 

2 Sen. This is the old man ftill. 

3 Sen. Will'thold? wilTthold? 

2 Sen. It does, bat time will, and fo» « 1 

3 &*. I do conceive. 

9ift. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he 
would to the lip of his Miftreft : your diet (hall be in att 
places alike. Make not a citv-feaft of it, to let the meat 
cool ere we can agree upon the firft place. Sit, (it. 

The Gods require our thanks. 

You great BenefaSors, firinkle our fociety with thank* 
fidnefi. For jour own gifts make your fehues prai?d\ 
hut referve Sill to give, left your Deities be defiifed. 
tend to each man enough, that one need not lend to 
ther. Fir were your Godheads to borrow of men, 
would firfake the Gods. Make the meat beloved, t 
than the man that gives it. Let no affembly of twenty 
be without a /core of villains. If there Jit twelve w§' 
tnen at the table, let a dozen of them be as they are—~ 
The reft of jour fees, O Gods 9 the fenators of Athensv 
together with the common lag of people, what is amifs in ■ 
them,. you. Gads, make fuitable for deftrucJion. For thefe 
my friends ■ as they are to me nothing, fo in- nothings 

blefs them, . and to nothing are they welcome. 
Uncover^ dogs, and lap, 

Some /peak. What does his i lordflup mean •? : 

Some other. I know not* 

Tim. May, you a better feaft nevf behold, 
You knot of .mouth-friends : fmoke and lukewarm water 
1 3 your perfection. This is Timoni laft;.: 
Who ftuck and.fpangled you with flatteries, . 
Wafhes it off, and iprinkles in youi faces • 
Your reaking villany. Lire loath'd, an&long,. 
Moft fmiKng, fmooth, detefted Parafites, 
Courteous deftroyers, affable wolves, meek bcar»> 

G.J . You 
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You fools of fortune, trencner-Friends, Bme-fiies, 
Cap-and-knee flaves, vapors, and minute-jacks ; (15} 
Of man' and beaft the infinite malady 
Graft you quite o'er I — ~ WnaL doft thou go \ 
Soft, take thy phyiick fifft — thou too — an<l tnou«£— 
[Throwing the dijbes at them, tend drhres Urn oat. 
Stay, I will lend thee *nony, borrow none; 
What ! all iiunptxon ? nencefortn be no feaft, 
Whereat a villain s not a welcome gueft. 
Btfrnffoufe, fink Athens i henceforth bated be- 
Of ftmon, man, a^d all humanity I x x [Exit. 

'Re* after the Senators* 

1 $&. jfow now, my loWs ? 

2 Sen. Know you the quality of lortl ftmom\ftifj 1 

3 St*, fflia ! did you lee my cap i 

4 Sen. J' ve loft my gown. 

. i Sen. He's but a mad lord, and nougjit but humour 
fways him. He gave me a jewel th* other day, and 
sow he ha* beat it out of my cap. feia you lee my 
jewel? 

2, Sen. Did you fee my cap ? 

3 &*. Here 'tis. 

4 5«r. {fere lies my gown. 

1 Sen. Let's make no ftay. 

2 Sen. JLord 7f*s0*'s mad. 

3 &*. I feel't upon my tones. 

4 Stn. One day he give's us diamonds, next'day itones. 

l&xhtkt. 

(13) 1 , l awd minute JfeVfo 

Of Man and ifraft, the tnjfnite faaTaty 

Crvfty*i*ittfer?} In wlfet Setifc -etas' Ate Sfchafort 
be. eallM amfifo ^#«f M#Ji*tal fcaj/W \to fcfct jeft Ifcfor* 
•alts Yhefr 7ty4w j attd ttftdfalv ttttfts tb ettWce tifct iritffct, 
by frying, they weVe JaWfe tfot e* a'Mm«e's tMI, Of De- 
pendence. Tttfc wtfrt'eftow m(t$t*ltt^M*teiy*gto(y> With- 
out fomething (oftprnM To gtVe lift lYttufcr Idea «f it i A* I 
point the P Age, tt |ft*itfly faeMt* May ttte whole Catalogue, 
the infinite Number tf DfflNta$«ra, that have ever Invaded ei- 
ther Mm er BteA, alt bc'joia'd toflague you. 

ACT 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE, WWmt tfxlPtllstf Athcnn. 

25W/*r T i m o n. 

LET lie 1** tok tip* the* th*u WaJl, 
* That gffldloft »« tferfB wolw^! dive jn the 1Mb,. 

And font* a# «M«# / Mure**, tur* iiirottuuat ;; 
Obedience UA ia fiWWfen * Aw* and ftpfe 
Pluck the grim wrinkled S*n**e fxojnifce beadv 
AndmyyAnrieAiirAeA<fc: T* ftjuwi ikk* 
CcaiTcit ^stf iflftttfc gwtn Vi/gmity ! 
Do't in your parents' eyes. Bankrupts, hold fail ; 
ftakerthaB render beck, out with, your Jtnhres, (*6) 
And cut your trufters' throats. Bound fervants, fleal*. 
Large. hirt Ue ri r*date*i<e >*ur grave muftgra a**, 
And pill by law. Maid, to thy mailer's bee} ; 
Thy lnrftreftisoWfcrothel, Spnoffixteen, 
Pluck thelin'd crutch from Ay old limping ire,. 
And with it teat his btoins out ! Fear aWrfety , 
Religion to the Gods, peace, jufticc, prvcth, 
Domeftick *we, night-reft, and neighbourhood, 
Inftru&ion, manners, naileries and. trades,. 
Degrees, o^rvanccj, cuftoms and'law^ 
Decline to your confounding contraries I 
And yet Confufion live !— Pjagnes^ incident to mcqt^, 
Your potent and infectious fevers neap 
On Athens, ripe for ftroke ! Thou cold $tiatica 9 
Cripple our fenttors, that their ljm|js may halt. 

(i6) , i»< u f n « HM irn $mnkn&, frM fefi* 
Rather tijmiemkrjmk \ m* wfrfcjHir Jfrw** 
Jtnd cut your TruJIert' thro^u] Xhus has fhis Fai&ge hi- 
therto been moft*bAxdly,fPfaft! } -tvtn by (he poctic«l Edtofi, , 
Ifr. fiw # .«4Mr^r. JJiad re/orjne.d the Pointing:; bar 
am, however, to mate my Acknowledgement* to fome Anony 
mom Gtntltmsny who by Letter ad»iW me»tajwwa>itat-l have- 
^smiathetcafe. ^ 
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As lamely as their manners. Lufi. and Liberty 

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth, 

That 'gainft the ftream of virtue they may drive, 

And drown themfelves in riot ! Itches, Blains, 

Sow all the Athenian bofoms, and their Crop 

Be general Leprofie: breath infect breath,. . . ^ 

That their fociety (as their friendmip) may 

Be meerlypoifon. Nothing I'll bear from thee, 

Bnt nakednefs, thou deteftable town ! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns : 

<Rmon will to the Woods, where he (hall find 

Th' unkindeft beaft much kinder than mankind. 

The Gods confound (hear me, ye good Gods all) 

Th' Athenians both within and out that wall ; 

And grant, as Time* grows, his hate may grow, > 

To the whole Race o? Mankind, high and low ! [Exit. 

SCENE changes to Timo n*i Houfe. 

Enter Flavius, ivltb t*w§ or three Jervants. 

i Str. TTEAR you, good matter fteward, whereas cfor 

JTX mafter? 

Are we undone, call off, nothing remaining ? 

F/av. Alack, my fellows, what mould I fay to jpoo r 
Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods,. 
I am as poor as you. 

i Ser. Such a Houfe broke f 
t5o noble a mailer falln ( all gone f and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm* 
And go along with him ? 

2 Sir. As we do turn our backs- 
From ou*companion, thrown into his grave, 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
Slink all away; leave their falfe vows with hkn*. 
%ike empty parks picked: and his poor (elf, 
A dedicate d beggar to*the air, 
; With his difeafe of all-fhunn'd poverty, 
^VftJks* 4ike Contempt alone.— —More of our fellows. 

Enter 
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Enter other fervanttl 

Ila. All broken implements of a roin'd houfe ! 

3 Ser. Yet do our hearts wear Ttmon% livery, 
That fee I by our faces ; we are fellows flill, 
Serving alike in forrow. Leak'd is our bark, 
And we poor mates, fland on the dying deck, 
Hearing the furies threat : we mull all part 
Into the fea of air. 

Fla. Good fellows all, 
The lateft of my wealth Til (hare amongft you. 
Where-ever we mall meet, for Timons lake, 
Let's yet be fellows : fhake our heads, and fay, 
(As 'twere a knell unto our mailer's fortunes) 
We have feen better days. Let each take fome j 
Nay pat out all your hands ; not one word more, 
Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor. 

[He gives them many ; they embrace % and fart federal 
ways. 
Oh, the firft wretchednefs that glory brings as f 
Who would not.wifh to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to mifery and contempt ? 
Who'd be fo mock'd with glory, as to Uve 
Bat in a dream of friendihip ? 
To have his Pomp, and all what State compounds, 
Bat only painted, like his varnifh'd friends J 
Poor honeft lord ! brought low by his own heart,. 
Undone by goodnefs: ftrange unufual blood, 
When man's worft fin is, "he does too much good. 
Who then dares to be half fo kind again ? 
For bounty, that makes Gods, does ftill mar men. 
My deareft lord, bleft to be moft accurs'd, 
Rich only to be wretched ; thy great fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord ! 
He's flung in rage front' this ungrateful Seat 
Of monftrous ffiends : nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it: 
I'll follow and enquire him out. 
I'll ever ferve his mind with my beft will ; * 
Whilft I have gold, I'll be his Steward ililL {Exit. 
* SCENE 



*$g Timon *f Atkihi, 

S C EN E, the WOODS. 
t**t Thaoo. 

^ m -f m \ ^ c ^ e d» breading Stfti, draw frOotthe carta 

\^/ Rotten humidity: below thy filters orb 
Infedt the' air. Twitui'd brothers of oae -womb* 
Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth 
Scarce is dividant, touch with feveral fortunes $ 
The greater fcorns* the letter. N#t ev'nMturc, 
To whom all lores lay £ege, can bear great fhrtuce- 
But by contempt ef nature. 
Raife me this beggar, and denude that lord* {if) 
The fenator ftiaJlbear contempt hexediurjr. 
The beggar native honour :. 
It is the Pafture lards the Weather's fides. (18) 
The Want that ntakes him lean. Who dares,, who darev 
In purity of manhood ftand "upright, 
And faj\ this man's sl flatterer ? if one he,. 

. (17) kdiftmt this Beggar, and denj't that herd,] Wfcewisd* 
Senfe and Bnglifi of den ft that I*ord? fceny him what? What 
preceding N**u is there, to Which the ?renoun It H to be re* 
ierr'd ? And it would be abfurd to think the feet meant, Jeoy 
to raffe that tord. The ttoritbtfi mett be, let HoMom* f#fi 
this Beggar, end lit her Jfc*>, and <*##x7 4at &o*d mi «tt kU 
Pomp and CfcenMnents, *fe, whith^eafe Ufinntjitnaleilfry iMs 

flight Alteration, 

, ■ . » — ■ . g WdcnudeveW £**!, Mr. WMmtw- 

(18) if » /** Baflun lard* A* Beggar?* JtVaVt,] Tftis, ei oV 
Zditefs lute tfrder'd it, it an infe Repetition at die**** fte- 
pofing it did, iftfeed, eofltain thetaM Sentiment aaea* toe- 
going Linet. Bet Sbakfreartmmx « ^nite -diticient Thieg: 
and having, Kke a fenflUe Writer, aamde-a -foaa Cftfewatioo, 
he illuftratesit by a Similitude thet s 

It is tbt Pa/iurg Jards the Weather?! S'dt^, 

The Want that makes him ha*. 

And the Similitude is extremely beautiful, » centering this 

Satirical Reflexion \ there is no more Dttfferente "htftwctn Mm 

and Man in the Efteem of nipefficnri tjr Corrupt Judgment*, thao 

'between a fat Sheep and -a lee* otte. • nfe, Waatmm. 

So 



So are tlicy all, fbr e*£ry $t&*t *f ftrttfhe 

Is finob&\i ty tnat MflWi m learned pa» 

Ducks to the golden fool : All is tiBl^a* \ 

There's nWiffig level ih Otfr dlffW tiktatet, 

But direa villaay. T!Wfh fee abfatfr'4, 

All feafts, focieties, fctd infcjrfgs $f ifteh ! 

His Seroblablc, yea, himfelft «l»w*JM<lfchw.^-^ 

Deftniffioh phittg ttaritfftd I Earth, ¥leM the foots t 

Who feeks fbr better of thee, fawce his pafef e 

With thy moft 6j3efant £di»h ! *— * What is httt } 

Gold? yelldw, fclkcetfffg, p*dc**gOhir 

No, Gods, I am ftt> idle vola'rift. 

Roots, ytratfcar heaves! th*m*c%iOf&iswfllro*H 

Black, wftfte; fair, ftul; *WHig, tight; 

Bafe, noble : old, young; cejwaW, ratttf*.. 

You Gods! why this? wjiatthfe? ycfcG&ds! wily, this 

Will hfe VOor Wiefls stttd fcrva*ts ftt>m VeAirTides : 

Pluck ftout mens* pillows £ro* feitott ttrtfcr te*ds- 

ThisydrerwfiaVe 

Wttlfcait «ld break Kflgfens ; Me* t'lUttsVl * 

Make the hdat tetfftfre adorHi ; #«fe <kfe*es, 

And give them title, 4kfcels, 4*ra fcf>prfcba<foft>. 

Wfthfdl&t6rs on the bfrrA : ftls is ft, 

That makas tfee waftfcrtM wM&w w«d <a$*to r 

She whom the fpittie-houfe, Mtdaloel-etos'fefes 

WooM Ca* The gorge at> thfe tmbatms **d Tpici* 

torn* 4^/Tdayttgain, Cofftre, ikmtwd earth, 

ThtfutfrfrMffn Whore &f manfctod, *hat ^utt* odfs 

Among the rout of nations, I will mafee'fliee 

Do thy tight I»tM*.-^fl l * w * tf*rtf.\VL*, adMm?- 

w—ithtmto <JiAck, 
Butyetini bary l th*cr-^-a«uTk^, ( ftr<»£ thief ) 
tfhlh gdu-ty ke^peYsctf thee ^tWlot ftftftd. 
Nay, *ay th<Jn'birt1brtearfte«. \?befhtgflme£ol<l.. 

Infer Alribkdes <witb drum 4nd$t in w/adtte manner, 
and Phrynia and Timandra.. 

Mk. vThat art »du tttelfe f ty«*k. 
Tim. A'bea*,^s*6tt%rt- >€4fafc*s#iMrtliy*flN*, 

Fo» 



160 Timobt^Athims. 

For fliewing'rae again the eyes of man ! 

Ale. What is thy name ? is man fo hateful to thee, 
That art thy felf a man ? 

Tim. I am Mif*ntbropos % and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wifh thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee fomething. 

Ale I know thee well : 
Bat in thy fortunes am unlearn'd, and ftrange. 
.Tim. I know thee too, and more than that I know 
thee, 
I not defire to know. Follow thy drum, 
With man's blood paint the ground j gules, gules ; — 
Religious Canons, civil Laws are cruel; 
Then what ihould war be ? this fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more detraction than thy fword, 
For all her cherobin look.. 

Pbry. Thy lips rot off! 

Tim. I will not kifs thee, then the Rot returns 
To thine own lips again.. 

Ale. How came the noble Timon to. this change ? 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I. could not, like the moon ; 
There were no funs to borrow of. 

Ale. Noble Timon, what friendfliip may I do. thee f 

Tim* None, but to maintain my opinion. 

jgc. What is it, Timon? 

Tim* Promife me friendihip, but perform none. If 
thou wilt not promife, the. Gods plague thee, for thou 
art. a man: if thou doft perform, confound thee, for 
thou art a man !- 

Ale. I've heard in fome fort of thy miferies. 

Tim. Thou faw'ft'them when I had profperity. 

Ale. I fee them now, then was a blefled time, 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 

Timon. Is this th Athenian minion, whom, the world 
Voic'd fo regardfully ? 

Tim. Art thou Timandra f 

Timan. Yes* 

Tim. Be a wbore fliD : they love thee not, that ufe.thee : 
Give them difeafes, leaving with thee their lull : 

Make 
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Make ufe of thy fait hours, fcafon the flavee 

For tabs and baths, bring down the rofe-cheek'd youth 

To th' Tuh-faft, and the diet. (19) 

Timan. Hang thee, monfter ! 

Ale. Pardon him, {weetTimandra, for his wits 
Are drown'd and loft in his calamities. 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon t 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band. I heard and griev'd, 
Howcurfed Athens, mihdlefs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour dates, 
But for thy fword and fortune, trod upon them— — 

Ttm. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 

Ale. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear ftmon. 

Ttm. How doft thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble f 
Fad rather be alone. 

Ale. Why, fare thee well, 
Here's gold for thee. 

Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 

Ale. When I have laid proud Mint on aheap— 

Tim. Warr'ft thou 'gain* Athens? 



lou gam 
r, and ha 



Ale. Ay, Timon, and have caufe. 

(19) To the Fubfaft, *nd tbt Diet.] One mig ht mike a very 
long and vain Search, yet not be able to meet with this pre- 
pofterous Word Fuhfaft, which has notwithstanding pafs'd cur- 
rent with all the Editors. The Author is alluding to the huet 
Venert*, and its Effects. At that Time, the Cure of it was per- 
formed either by G*ai*cum, or Mercurial Unaions t and in both 
Cafes the Patient was kept up very warm and clofe 5 that in the 
firft Application the Sweat might be promoted \ and left, in the 
other, he mould take Cold, which was fatal. " The Regime* 
" for the Couife of Guaiacum (fays Dr. Friend in his Hifi. of 
11 Pbxfick, Vol.a. p. 3S0.) wasatfirftftrangelycircumftantialj 
" and fo rigorous, that the Patient was put into a Dungeon in 
" order to make him fweat j and in that manner, as FaUoftut 
" exprefles it, the Bones and the very Man himfelf was mace- 
" rated." And as for the UnSHhn, it was fometimes continued 
for thirty feven days $ (as he obfervet, p. 37S-) and durin & .**• 
Tine there was neceflarily an extraordinary Abfiintnct\ requir'd. 

VLl.lTarburfn. 

Ttm. 



t€t T r *r<nr tf A r fr r*r s; 

Tm. The God* confound* thftm afl dien in thy Cbn^pei* 
And, after, Thee, when thou haft conquered! 

AL Why me, Ttmmt 

Tim. That by killing of viflhins. 
Thou waft' born to conquer mjr Country. 
Put up thy gold. Go on, here's, gold, go on j 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er fome high-vic'd city hang his poifim 
In the fick air : Let not thy fword skip one,. 
Pity not honoured age for his white beard, 
He is an ufucer. Strike me the matron> 
It is her Babit only that is honefl, 
Her ferfs a bawd. Let not the virgin^ cheek 
Make foft thy trenchant fword ; for thofc milk-paps, 
That through the window-lawi*b«re at mens,* eyes, (20) 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ ; 
Set them down horrible traftors. Spare hOS> the babe, 
Whofe dimpled fmiles from fools exnauft their mercy j 
Think it a baftard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat fttaH cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againU obje&s> 
Put armour on thine ears, and ©n thine eyes ? 
Whofe proof^ nor yells~of mothers, maida, nor babes, 
Nor fight of ptieft. ia holy vefiments bjeedjtncr. 
Shall pierce a jo*. There's gold ta pay tfy wldfer* 
Moke i«ge coafufioR ; and„ tWy fuxy %>e»t,. 
C^fcw^eAWthy fejfi rp#*k»ot, sefs^. 

Alt. Haft ttottgtU yet* 
IttMkethea^tAmgrWftm* *«* thy tttiafeL 

Tm. JBofcthoa, or tfefrtfafiu not, tfeaftfn's «urfe «pw 
thee! 

Sotb. Give its fome gold, jpod Wimm? hflft tboa 
more f 



(*o) W*# iW <£* Window. ham tote *t stwV Bfw.] I 
sot for my Heart imagine, what Idea oqr wife Editors hi* of a 
Virgin's Breaft thro' a WinAtrto barn s which I am fttisfied, twaft 
be a corrupt Reading, tn fhort, the Poet It atttidttig to the de- 
cent Cuftom in bis Time of the Women- co r v t rmg their Weeks aft* 
Bofom either with L«w«, or Cyprus 5 both which being tranfpa- 
ffftt* the Poet.beautifully c4hitthe/iftii4w-£0w*. 

lim. 
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And to make whole a bawd. (21) Hold upy j»0u flats, 

Your aprons MMHthUT; JWftS fit* <H&a*te, 

Although, I kl&vff, JtJtfll taXr'; Wrftify tm*M 

Intoftrong ihtoJAfrf, an* f#heft**ftfy ague*, 

Th* hmnortai Ood» that hear y&a. Spar* yme tfate : 

Til trull fo yoWctadttiOifsv & whSKft ftilL 

And he whofe pious breath feefcs to <fcnVe)rt y<5uv 

Re ftdig ill wWe, altele lfini> burn bhfrup. 

Ut y<Wr cldfc Are pre&fnifttfe hkffiwe*fc, 

And be no turn-coats : yet may your patf&for months 

Be qdite 6Mf&ry. ftftAfe flftffe Kafr, afid tfcaT<*h 

Your poor thin rooft Wfch bur *h«fls otf the ctead, 

(Some tn%tw*tt mrog'd* riti matter: —«*} 

Wear them, betray with fhwft ; a^d tfhwe-toftflfo 

Paint 'till a horfe tfijr miffc upon yb&fazti 

A pox of wrinkles ! * " 

BO». W«,- mV** g*» *— •* wMt t*Wk * 
Believe, that we'll do My tlfft^fergetf. 

77ar. ConfnmptionVftw 
In mHlbw boffek bf imtto, ftrike U^ (harp fhins, 
Aid mt Awns* ffcxYm& CftWk til* fewfttfV *0fc* 
That he may m*e*r m&& Mtt tHU {ftta** 
Norfotfm* his qflfHets ffirtttf .^ Haa* Die 1 ¥hme*r 
TBfcif ftftftre agarmr tfhd <)traiify Af Mem, 
Andnt* bdieVCs^lntfeff. Bfcwn with the ndfe* 
Down with ft fctt ; raftrtft* bfkfgere}*fce ttw*y 
Of him, tftat Ms jpartieuf at to ftWfte 

(21) ^4rrf ## ***« whore IteW, J The Power ©f Gofd, in- 
deed, may be fcppos'd great, that can make a Whore forfakc 
her Tiadej but what mighty Difficulty wat there tft rtia*iftg a 
Whdre turn flaw* ? And fit, r ih ^talri, her* He fe Mctfomg * 
mighty Power 6f Gold. *fc had before fllewti, hoW Gold c*n 
perfuade to any vrfTatty 5 he flow mew* tftat it h« ftill a greater 
Force; *ml can- even Mrn'fMm Vice to the Pr*ai<», ot> at 
lcaft, flte&ftftMhteofVirttie; If* ffiuft «htf*f«i tead, fo 
rcRore Senfe to our Afeftor, # 

A*4n watke wholes Ba&d <* 

i. e. not only ratke her 4«it htr &Mi* r k*t thereby reAore her 
to Reputatfff*. Mr. " &Su 



i$4 Timok j/Athbhi, 

Smells from the gen'ral weal. Make curl'd-pate ruffian! 

Derive fome pain from you. Plague all ; 
That your activity may defeat, and quell 

The fource of all ere&ion. There's more gold. 

Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all ! 

Both. More counfel with more mony, bounteous TonaI 

Tim. More whore, more mifchief, firft; I've givcal 
•you earneft. I 

Jttc. Strike up thedrurntow'rdsi//£«w; farewel,Tuwi; 
Iff thrive well, I'll vifit thee again. I 

Tim. if I hope well, I'll never fee thee more. i 

Jtc. I never did thee harm. , 

Tim. Yes, thou fpok'ft well of me. 

J/c Call'ft thou that harm i 

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence, away, 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Jlc. We but offend him : ftrike. 

[ExtuKt Alcibiad. Phryn. and Timand. 

Tim. That Nature, being fick of man's unkindncfi, 
Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou 
Whofe.womb unmeafurable, and infinite breaft 
Teemsj and feeds all ; oh thou ! whofe felf-fame mettle 
(Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is pufk) 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyelefs venom'd worm ; 
With all th* abhorred births below crifp heav'n, 
Whereon Hyperion's quickning fire doth fhine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human fons does hate, 
From forth thy plenteous bofom, one poor root f 
Enfear thy fertile and concepdous womb; 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man r 
Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves and bears, 
Teem with new monfters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled manfion all above " 
Never prefented — O, a root — dear thanks ! 
Dry up thy marrows, veins, and plouch-torn leas. 
Whereof ingrateful man witji liqu'rifli draughts, 

Ami 
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And morfels un&ious, greafes his pure mind. 
That from it all confideration flips. . 

Enttr Apcmantus. 

More man ? plague ! plague I — — 

dpem. I was directed hither. Men report, 
Thou doft affedfc xny manners, and doft ufe them. 

Tim. Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate ; confnmption catch thee! 

Apm. This is in thee a nature but affc&ed, 
A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung 
From change of fortune. Why this fpade I this place? 
Thisflave-Uke habit, and thefe looks of care ? 
Thy flatters yet wear filk, drink wine, lie foft; 
Hag their difeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe weeds, (22) 
fy putting on the canning of a carper. 
Be thou a flatt'rer now, and feek to thrive 
By That which has undone thee ; hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt obfcrve, 
Blow off thy cap ; praife his moll vicious llrain, 
And call it excellent. Thou waft told thus : 
Thougav'ft thine ears, like tapfters, that bid welcome 
To knaves, and all approaches : Tismoftjuft 
That thou turn ratal : hadft thou wealth again, 
Rafcals fhould havc't. Do not affume my likenefs. 
Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away my felft 
Apm. Thou'ft caft away thy felf, being like thy fctf, 
So long a mad-man, now a fool. What think'ft thou, 
That the bleak air, thy boifterous chamberlain, 

(*») Sbsm not theft Woods.] But how did Timon any more 
frame the Woods by afluming the Charader of a Cynick, that) 
fptaumtut did? The Poet certainly meant to make Apmantnt 
fa T, Don't difgracVtbie Gart>, which thou haft only aftBtd to 
5«me; and tofeem theCreatwc thou art not by Nature, but 
»y the Force and Compulfion of Poverty. Wt muft therefore 
Hftore, 

- Sham* wot tbefi Weeds. 

^""fu, in fcveral other Paflagee of the Scene, reproaches 
** *ith hit Change of Garb. " 

Wu» 
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Will pat ttytbiit ml tymml 4*U1 thefo«oift tree;, 

That hare oat-fer^d th£#agie, pagethy heek, 

And skip when thou jaointfft flut/ jftijl the cold brook, 

Candied with ice, cawdle thy mpriyng tafte 

To cure thy o'er-nigjir's forfeit * CaH the areajures, 

Whofe naked oatwesli vein all the ipjght 

Of wraak&lheav%, whofe bare tmhptrfed trqnjp, 

To &e«ontf&iiig elements expos'd, 

Anfwer inter -nature? bid them flattertitee ; • 

Oh? thou s a alt fin d 

Tim. A foolpf thee ; depart. 

Jffm. Ilovethee%etterAov,than r eVI4Kt 

Tim. I hate- thee wojfe. 

97*. Tboiinajt'ijeftffitfeiy. 

Jfjtow. Matter not; but fay, tbou art a*ayti|T. I 

Tim. WhydoiHhou feekmeot*? 

Jpem. Tp rex thee. 

Tim-. Always a villain** office, *r a-ftefo • 
Doft pleaft thyself *Vt? (23) 

^/«f. Ay. 

77«r. What! a knave too * 

j#rm. Ifthondidft put this fowre cold habit-on 
To caftigate thy pride, ^twete w<U; bat -thou 
Doft it enfereedly : tWdft Courtier he, 

. {%$) Yvttu.Aho4gtA'Vitkin % i Offict «r #JWf. 

a Corredioa here, which, tho* it oppoies the Reading of all 
tta^atadfiafties* fcaaaaeat Juftoni^^^irietp init. Jk 

3te>Aa*tau>g!ft£ the Bk»t,.*s ufimdi *a^ik&9*Blo, +* 
inJtonftfcrt, eenthidit^baekmao*} *r> Miatf saafcinaM 45nra*?i 
art fltifato <Mue dtfbNt : rtwb, 4mty, J*_ahtet The 
Cofreaion quite removes the Abfordiiy, and give* this ftnflrf* 
Rebuke. « What! ^ttft <ha« ^<. <fhy ftlf in nry/ag me, 
•* jepdoatJhe 4m* *tfncoi*a»u* JtotethMttoft ofc*«tfWi 
* «r /•#•//•• 

Wert 
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Out-lives incartftss pot**?.; is tnowa'dbcforfi ; 

Tkene«Ufengftill, never complect; 

The other, at high Htlb i , Be* Oates, Qonteatkf*, 

HaTefedttri&ftd aad ma& JwrncJudheing.; 

W^than t»e-«roift, ceateat. 

Thou itaiUftidftiife sodie, fieing tnifaaJble. 

f/w. Not by his breath, that is morevuittablcH 
Thoa art a ■ float, wtesa fortuBe's teader«am 
With imm<uner okCpt ; hut bted a dqg. 
Had'ft tfcna, lite us, Dsoxn «ar iiift fwath jwoetcde i 
Through fweet degrees (feat dais brief wosldmtimlt, 
To fuch, as may the paflive dn*g« of it 
Freely command; thou vwildft have fluvgd tfy Ut 
In general riot, ndstttaloiiftt tiff Jiaath 
In different'beds of luft, «»<i**wiea«itt 
The icy precept* jrf fifr a ft , but 4olkw»d 
3fe6g»\*gHtMeIstft»e4hce. flut^myAfc 
Who had the world as my confectionary, 
fte«ioatht, xhcuwgwv Jhe*)**** JheteaitoofotB 
At duty, more than I could frame employments * 
That numberlefs upon i*nc -flock, as 4aa«cs 
Do on the oak ; have with •tt'ifctaer'A JKofli 
Faflto 6o» etew<boxi|^ as^ Wt4no>opcK^ feaja 
1^^^/towsjhawlovuM. JL>Kvbtarihi$, , 

Thai a*^ritotwfcat<bocs£r« Jti fome tmrthttpu 
Thyiatiiieidt^eaflssiesioetn MTwoofi* nine 
Ha^Brtdo^fc^rtbtrxiia^. Wby^ridft^kau^amaa? 
They never flattered thee. What haft thou #*an r 
If thou wilt curfe, thy father, .shatrpoorrajr, 
Mu(t be thy fubjea ; ^hoinififch* Mt&ojT 
To^eft^begw, aadcow^ttrtitdithoe 

rW*e^^kisre&aiy. .Maace 1 <4>c gone ■ « 

Ifi^4i al ai^«^»en3lHjrniiw#vorfti>fmaA» 
^ivbaift*^aOaaav««ndoftaotoreT. 

if/em: Art thou proud yet ? 

Tm. Ay, that I am not thee. 

jff*m. < J, «bat4E^was ontproojgal. 

Tim. I, that I am one now. 
two all the wealth I have, fhut up in thee, 

la 
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Fd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone — 
That the whole life ofAtbtns were in this f 
Thus would I eat it. [Bating a mt. 

Apem. Here, I will mend thy feaiL 
Tim. Firft mend my company, take away thy felf. 
Apem. So I fhall mend my own, by th* lack of tbise. 
Tim. Tis not well mended fo, itisbut botcht; 
If not, I would it were. 
Apem. What wouldft thou have to Athens? 
Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind ; if thou wilt. 
Tell diem there, I have gold ; look, fo I have. 
Apem. Here is no ufe for gold. 
Tim. The belt and trueft ; 
For here it deeps, and does no hired harm. 
Apem. Where ly'ft o'nights, Ttmon? 
Tim. Under that's above me. 
Where feed'ft thou o'days, Apemantus P 

Apem. Where my ftomach finds meat; or rather, 
where I eat its 

- Tim. 'Would poifon were obedient, and knew tnj 
mind I 
Apem. Where would'ft thou fend it ? , 
Tim. To fauce thy difhes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never knewcft, 
but the extremity of both ends. When thou waft in thv 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mockt thee for too much 
curiofity ; in thy rags thou knoweft none, but art defpis'd 
for the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it. 
Tim. On what I hate I feed not 
Apem. Doll hate a medlar ? 
Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 
Apem. An th' hadft hated medlers fooner, thou fhouldft 
have loved thy felf better now. What man didft thou 
ever know unthrift, that was beloved after his means ? 
Tim. Who, without thofe means thou talk'ft of, didft 
thou ever know beloved ? 
Apem. My felf. 

Tim. I undcrftaad thee, thou arfft lame means to 
keep a dog. 

• • , *. -*«• 
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Apm. What things in the world canft thou neareft 
compare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neareft ; but men, men, are the things 
themfelves. What wouldft thoa do with the world, 
ApemaOus, if it lay in thy power ? 

Aptm. Give it the beafts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Wouldft thou have thy felf fall in the coafufion 
of men, or remain a bead with the beads ? 

Aptm. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. Abeaftly ambition, which the Gods grant thee 
to attain to ! If thou wert a lion, the fox would beguile , 
thee; if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee ; 
if thou wert the fox, the lion would fufpe& thee, when, 
peradventure, thou wert accus'd by the afs ; if thou wert 
the afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee \ and Hill thou . 
liv'dft bat as a breakfaft to the wolf. If thou wert the 
wolf, thy greedinefs would afflidt thee ; and oft thou 
ftonldft hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert thou the 
unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and 
make thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury. Wert 
thoa a bear, thou wouldft be kiird by the horfe ; wert 
thouahorfe, thou wouldft be feiz'd by the leopard; 
vert thou a leopard, thou wert german to the lion, and 
the foots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life. All 
thy fafety were remotion, and thy defence abfence. 
What beaft couldlt thou be, that were not fubje£ to a 
beaft? and what a beaft art thou already, and feeft not 
% lofs in transformation ! 

Apm. If thou couldlt pleafe me with fpeaking to me, 
ftou might'ft have hit upon it here. The Common- 
wealth of Athens is become a forell of beafts. 

fr«. How Has the afs broke the wall, that thou art 
* of the City i 

4«». Yonder comes a Poet, and a Painter. The 
fcgae of Company light upon *hee \ I will fear to 
^hit, and give way. When I know not what clie 
to do, III fee thee again. 

'Tu*. When there is nothing living but thee, thoa 
Ut be welcome. 
1 W rather be i Beggar'i doe, than Afmrntu. 

Vol. VI. H Jf*. 
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Jpem. Thou art Che cap of all the fools alive. , 

Tim. * Would, thou wert clean enough to fpit upon. 
A plagac on thee ! (24) 

Apem. Thou art too bad to curfe. 

Tim. All villains, that do ftaad by thee, are pare. 

Apem. There is no leproiie but what thou fpeakH. 

Tim. If I name thee.— -I'll beat diec 1 but I fhould 
iafeft my hands. 

Jpem. I would my tongue could rot them off! 

'Tim. Away, thou iflue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive : 
I fwoon to fee thee. 

Jpem. *Would, thou wouldft burft f 

Tim. Away, thou tedious rogue, I am forry I fhall 
lofe a ftone by thee. 

Jpem. Bead! 

Tim. Slave! 

Afem. Toad ! 

Tim. Rogue] rogue! rogue! 

£Apem. retreats faciwerd, as gang. 
I am fiek of this falfe world, and will love nought 
Bat ev'n the meer neceffities upon it. 
Then, Timon, prefently prepare thy graven 
Lye where the light foam of the fea may beat 
Tiiy grave-Hone daily ; make thine epitaph ; 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou fwect king-killer, and dear divorce 

[Looting en the geld. 
•Twixt natural Ion and fire! thou bright denier 
Of Hymen's pureft bed i thou valiant Man f 
Thou ever young, frefh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whofe Blum doth thaw the confecrated (now, 
That lies on £Ws lap ! thou vifible God, 

(24) A Plague 09 thee J 

Apem. Tb*u art tm hai u curfe.] In the former Edi- 

lions, this whole Ycrfe was placed to Apememtm t by which, 
aWbrdiy, he was made %o OirttVmt*, and immediately to 
fubjoin that he was too bad to curfe. My -fffiyMm entirety 
cures the AtfttriMtjr } and nukes sjpemnmwqflj 
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TMfeattreft dole fetpeffibiltties, 

And mafcft them k&s I that (peak'ft with every toneue. 

To every purpefe! Oh, thou Touch of hearts f 

Think, thy Have man rebels ; and by thy virtue 

Set them into confounding odds, that bcafts 

May hare the world in empire. 

Jpm. 'Wpuld 'twere fo. 
Bat net f tffl I am dead f Ffl fay, thou haft gold : 
Thou w3t be tfcrongU to tiertfy. 

Tim. Thronged to? 

Afem, Ay. , 

Tm. Thy back, I pr'ythee, ■ 

Apem. Live, and love thy mifery 1 

Tim. Long live fo, and fo die ! I am qmt. 

4fc*. Mo things like men > <» Eat, 7fcw», and 
abhor them. [Exit Apem. 

-E»/*r Th'eves. 

i fi&af. Where fliould he haw this gold r It is feme 
poor fragment, fome flenderort of his remainder : the 
meer want of gold, and the falling off of friends, drove 
him into this melancholy. 

zrk'ef. ftkncnYd, he hath a mafs of tresfare. 

3 Thief. Let us make the aflay upon him ; if he care 
not for't, he will fupply us eafily : if he covctoufly re- 
ferveit, hewAftir* get it? 

ifbhf. True ; for he bens it iKftafepftt hsm :, *ds hid. 

i fbkf. is not this he ? 

AIL Wiiere ? 

zTkief. 'Tis h« defection. 

^Wef. He; Iktoowhta. 

All. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now, thieves. 

-AH Soldiers $ net thieves. - 

Tint. Both too, and women*' foa*. 

All. We are not thieves, but men that much do want. 

7/a.Vo.ur greateft want is, you want much of mcet.^) 

Why 

{*$) ■ ■ y#» mant mutb tf meat*] Thus both the 

ttpr and Pmmt'Witm fta*e given w **» Pattfe % q*nt« 

Ha *«'- 
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Why fhould you want ? behold, the earth hath rood; 
Within this mile break forth an hundred fprings; 
The oaks bear malls, the briars fcarlet hips : 
The bounteous hufwife nature on each bufh 
Lays her full xnefs before you. Want ? why want ? 

1 Thief. We cannot live on grafs, on berries, water. 
As beafts, and birds, and fifties. 

Tim. Nor on the beafts themfelves, the birds and fifties; 
You muft eat men. Yet thanks I muft you con, 
That you are thieves profefh that you work not 
In holier fhapes ; for there is boundlefs theft 
In limited profefiions. Rafcals, thieves, 
Here's gold. Go, fuck the fubtle blood o'th' grape, 
'Till the high lever feeth your blood to froth, 
And fo 'fcape hanging. Truft not the phyfician, 
His antidotes are poifon, and he flays 
More than you rob. Take wealth, and live together. 
Dovillany, do, fince youprofefs todo't, 
Like workmen ; 1*11 example you with thievery. 
The Sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vail Sea. The Moon's an arrant .thief. 
And her pale fire flie (hatches from the Sun. 
The Sea's a thief, whofe liquid /urge refoives (z6) 

The 
* 
Sand- Hi ad, as fconeft Launcelot fays, to our Author*! Meaning. 
Htbefe poor Thieves wanted Moat, what greater Want could 
they be curt'd with, as they could not live on grafs, and ber- 
ries, and water ? but I dare warrant, the Poet wrote j 

■■■ ywr want much of meet. 
i. e. Much of what you ought to bts much of the Qualities U- 
ftting you as humane Creatures. 

(a6) The Sea 9 * a Thief, wbofe liquid Surge refihet 
TbeTAoon into fatt Tears.] The Sea melting the Moon into 
Tears, if, I bdieve, a Secret in Philotbphy, -which no body 
hut $bakeff>eare y * deep Editors ever dreamM of. There u ano- 
ther Opinion, which 'tis more reafonable to believe that our 
Author may allude toj 0x. that the Saltnefs of the Set is 
caufed by feveral Ranges, or Mound* of Roch-Salt under Wa- 
ter, with which refohthg Liquid the Sea was impregnated. 
This I think a fufficitnt Authority for changing Mam into 
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TWMounds into fait tears. The earth's' a thief. 

That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftoln 

Prom genVal excrements : each thing's a thief* 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 

Have unchecked theft Love not your feives, away, 

Rob one another, there's more gold ;- cut throats > . 

All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go. 

Break open (hops, for nothing can you (teal 

But thieves do lofe it: ileal not lefs for what 

I give, and gold confound you howfoever F Amen. [Exif. 

3 Thief. H'as almoft charm'd me from my profeffion, 
by perfuading me to it. 

i Thief % *Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus 
advhes us ; not to have us thrive in our myftery. 

a Thief I'll believe him as an enemy * and give over 
my trade. 

i Thief Let us firft fee peace in Athens ; (27) 

2 Thief There k no time fo mifcrable, bat a man 
may be true. [Exeunt. 



A C T V. 

SCENE, fh Woods* and TimonV Cave. 
Enter F L A V I U S. 

Flavi us. 

OH, you Gods f 
Is von defpis'd and ruinous man my lord ? 
Full of decay and failing ? oh, monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow'd ! 

What 

Mtuxds: and I am (till the more confirmed, becaufe Mr..flP*r- 
^otM, who did not know I had toulfc'd the Place, fent me up 
the very tame- Correction, 

fa) 1 Thief. Let us firft fie Peace in Athens; ®V.J This 

Ud the concluding little Speech have in all the Editions beea 

H 3 place* 
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What change of honour defp'ra** watt bas bu4* ? I 

What viler thag ufoa- the eard}, thai* friends* 

Who can bring nobk& auods to hafeft eaia f 

How rarely does k mee> wirfi thjs tune's g*iijg» 

Whoa man was wiftit to kwc his tngmje* : 

Grant, I may ever feve» and rather woo 

Thofe that would mifeeief a*e, than ifcefe that & I 

H'as caught me ia his eye, I wiU fre&at 

My honeft grief te him » and, as my kpd, 

Scil* ferreajmw&iayff*. fifty tattft »#«: ! 

Tlmdti comes /&rtv£r J from bh Cavje. 

Jim. Afray I what- a«c thou? 

Fla. Havevottfwgot me, Sir* 

fisr. Why deft than askTnat? Iatvefttgotaflaeft. 

Then, if thou granteft that thou art a man, 
I have forgot thee. 

IV* Ao h*a*» flaaant, ^^ 

flrufc Then I know thee not : 
I ne'er had honeft man. about m.c, all 
I kept were kaattefe, to* far*# a stoat tflwBaiaf. 

J/*. The Gods are witrfefs, 
Ne'er did poor ftjward wear a twer gtjef 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes lor yon. 

Tim,. What, o>ft r thou wept com£neafcj> 4mb I 
love tire 6, 
Becaufe thou art a, womar*, and difclaim'ft 
Plinty mankind ; whofc eye* da never give 
But or through luft, or laugher. Pity's flceping ; 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with 
weeping! 

fla. I beg o? you to know me, good n?y lord, 
T' accept my grief, atwf, wfittft this poor wealth lafts, 
To entertain me as your fteward fttll. 

Tim. Had I a fteward 

»I*ced to one Speaker: ?uf, ai Mr. WarhdrUn very joftly oh* 
ferv'd to me, 'tis evident, the latter Words ought to be put in 
the Month of the// Tbie£ who Is rcftntinf, aa4 feaviog off 
lis Trade* 

So 
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So true, fit jnft, and now fie comfortable } 

It almoft turns my dangerous nature wild. ■■ ■ ■■ 

Let me beheld thy face : fomly, ties man 

Was bom of woman. 

Forgive my gcn'wd end exceptlcfi raihnefi, 

Perpetual* fober Gads I I do procJatjn 

Oaehane&man: miftake me not, but one : 

No more, I pray ; and he's a ft e ward. 

How fain would I have bated all mankind, 

And thou redeem'ft thy felf : but all, fave thee, 

I feH with caries. 

Methinks, thou art more honeft now, than wife * 

For, by oppeeffing and betraying me, 

Thou might'ft have fooner got another fervkc ; 

For many fo arrive at feooad makers. 

Upon their fcrftlotd's neck. But tell mc true, 

(Fori mad over doubt, though ne'er fo fare) 

Is not thy kindnefs fubde, coretoua, 

A afiuing Jbadncfi, aa rich nun deal gift* 

Expe&ing in return twenty for one ? 

Ml No, my a^ft worthy rnftflcr, (inwhofe bxeaft 
Doubt and Snipeft, alia, are ptae'd too kte*) 
YaufeaMhavnfiw'dfirifetinuB, when youdidfeai; 
Sufpe& ihil comet, where aa eftate is leaft. 
That which I ihenr, hcar'a knows, it menrly love, 
Doty, and Zeal, to yonr unmatched mind* 
Care of yonr food and Uving: and, believe it, 
Fear any benefit that points to me 
Either in hope, or prefent, I'd exchange . 
For thk one whh, that yon had power and wcahb 
To requite me by making rich yonr fetf. 

fim. Look thee, 'fit 4o ; thou fingty heaaft man, 
Hern, take ; the Godi out of my anei y 
Hare tent thee treafuve. Go, lire rich and happy ; 
But thna conditioned ; Thou fhalt build from men : 
Hats all, curfe all, fhew charity to none 5 
Bat let the famifct flefli Aide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar. Give to dogs 
What thou deny'ft to men. Let prifons fwallow "em, 
Debts wither 'em ; be men like blafted woods, 

H 4 And 
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And may difeafes lick up their falfe bloods f 
And fo farewel, and thrive. 

Fla. O, let me ftay, and comfort voir, my Matter. 

Tim. If thou hat'ft curies, 
Stay not, but fly, whilft thou art bleft and free; 
Ne'er fee thou man, and- let me nc*er fee thee. 

[Exeunt feveraBj. 

Enter Poet and Painter. 

P&in.'ks I took note of the place, it can't be far where 
he abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him ? does the rumour 
hold for true, that he's fo full of gold ? 

Pain. Certain, Atcibiadee reports it : Pbryma and 
limandra had golfl of him : he likewife enrich'd poor 
ftraglingfoldiers with great quantity. Tisfaid, he gave 
his He ward a mighty font. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a tryal 
of his friends ? 

Pain. Nothing elfe : you ftiall fee him a palm in 
Athens again, and flourifh with the higheft. Therefore, 
*ds not amifs, we tender bur loves to him, in this fup- 
pos'd diftrefs of his : it will mew honeftly in us, and is 
very likely to load our purpofes with what they travel 
for, if it be a juft and true report that goes of his Having. 

Poet. What have you now to prefent unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my vifitatkra : only I 
will promife him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I muft ferve him fo too; tell him of aa intent 
that's coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the beft : Promifing is the very air o'th* 
time; it opens the eyes of expedation. Performance is 
ever the duller for his aft, and, but in the plainer and 
Ampler kind of people, the deed is quite out of ufe. To 
promife, is moft courtly, and fafhionable ; performance 
is a kind of will or teftament, which argues a great 
fickncfs.ia his judgment that makes it* 



Re-enter 
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Re-enter Timon y5v» &/ Cow, /wj/2*». 

77*f. Excellent workman! thou canil not paint a man 
fo bad as thy felf. 

Potf. I am thinking, .w,hat I ikall fay I have provided 
for him : it mud be a perfonating of himfelf j a fatyr 
againft the foftnefs of proiperity, with a difcovery of the 
infinite flatteries that follow youth and opulency. 

Tim. Mull thou needs ftand for a villain in thine own 
work ? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men r" 
do fo, I have gold for thee* 

Poet. Nay, let's feek him, 
Then do we fin againft: our own etfate, 
When we may Profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain. True: 

Poet. While the day ferves, before black-comerU 
night, (28) 
Find what thou want'ft, by free and offer'd light. 
Come. 

Tim. m meet you at the turn 
What a God's gold, that he is worfhipped 
In bafer temples, than where Swine do-feed f 
Tisthpu that rigg'fithe bark, and.plow'ft the Wave, (29X 
Settled admired rev'rcnce in a flave ; 
To thee be Worfliip, and thy faints for aye 
Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
Tis fit I meet them. 

Poet. Hail ! worthy Timon. 

Pain. Our late noble mailer. 

Tim. Jiave I once liv'd to fee two honed men ? 

(i%) IVbih the day ferves, fter] This Couplet in all theEditiont 
» placed to* the Painter, but as it is in£hyme> and a Sequel of 
the Sentiment begun by the Port, 1 have made no Scruple to afcribe 
it to him. 
C*9) *Tis thou that riggft t Be Bark, and phnxffi the Foam, 
Sett/eft admired Reverence in a Stave ; ] At both the Couplet 
preceding, and following this, are in Rhyme, I am very* apt 
to fufpeft, the Rhyme is difmoun ted here by an accidental 
Corruption 5 and therefore have ventured to replace Wave in 
toe Room of Foam, 

H 5 Pott. 
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Poet. Sir, having often of joov bounty tilkcT, 
Hearing you wese retir'd, yx>ux frienxk f&^ cuT, 
Whofe thanklefs natures* oh (abhorred fpirits ! ) 
Not all the whips of hetv'n are. large enough,— 
Whajt I to you f 

Whofe ftajr-like noblenefs gave Bfe and influence 
To their whole being! I am rapt, and cannot 
Cover, the monftrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked; men may fee'ts the tetter : (30) 
You that are honeft, by being what you are, 
Make them bed feen and known. 

Fain. He, and myfelf, 
Have travell'd in the great fhower of your gifts, 
And fweetly felt it. 

Tim. Ay, you're honeft men. 

Pain. We're hither come to offer you our fervice. 

Tim. Moft honeft men ! why, how mail I requite you r 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 

Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you- fervice, 

Tim. Y' are honeil men ; you've heard, that I have 
gold ; 
I'm fure, you have ; fpeak truth, y' are honeft men. 

Pain. Soitisfaid, my noble lord, but therefore ' 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim. Good honeft man ; thou draw'ft a counterfeit 
Beft in all Athens ; thou'rt, indeed, the beft ; 
Thou counterfeit'*} moft lively. 

(30) Let it go, naked Men may fee r t the better ; ] Thus his 
this Paflage been ftupidly pointed thro* all the Editions, as if 
naked Men could fee better than Men in their Cloaths. I 
think verily, if there vfere any Room to credit the Experi- 
ment, fuch Editors ought to go naked for the Improvement 
•f their Eytf- fights. But, perhaps, they have as little Faith as 
Judgment in their own Readings. The Poet, in the preced- 
ing Speech haranguing on the Ingratitude of Timon'% falfe, 
friends, fays, he cannot cover the Monftronfoefs of it with 
any Size of Words $ to which Timen, as I have reclined the 
Pointing, very aptly replies ; 

La it go nakedr—-A&tn may ftft the tetter. 

Pain. 
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Pain. So, fo, my lord. 

Tim. E'en io, Sir, as I fay — And for thy fi&ion, 
Why, thy verfe fwells with ftuff fo fine and finooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art. 
Bat for all this, my hotteft-natur'd friends, 
I mull needs fay, you have a little fault; 
Marry, not monftrous in you ; neither with I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Befeech your Honour 
To make it known to us. 

Tim. You'll take it ill. 

Both. Moll thankfully, my lord* 

Tim. Will you, indeed ? 

Beth. Doubt it not, worthy lord; 

Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but trufts a knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my lord ? ; 

Tim. Ay, and you hear him CDgg, fee him diflerable, 
Know bis grofo Patchery, love him, and feed, him ; 
Keep in your bofom, yet remain aftur'd,, 
That he's a made-up villain. 

Pain. I know nonefuch, my lord. 

Poet. Nor I. 

few. Look you, I lbve you well, I'll give you gold; 
Rid me thefo villains from your companies ; 
Hang them, or ftab them, drown them in a draught, 1 
Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me, 
Til give you gold enough.. 

Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them; 

Tim. You that way, and you this ; — but two in 
company : , 

Each man apart, all Angle and alone, 
Yet an arch villain keeps him company. 
If where thou art, two villains (hall not be,. 

[To tho Painter. 
Come not near him.. — If thou wouldft not refide 

[To the Poet. 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. 
Hence, pack, there's gold \ ye came for gold, ye Haves ; 
You have work for me ; there's your payment, hence ! 

You 
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Vob are an Alchymift, make gold of that : 

Out, rafcal dogs ! [Beating, and driving s m out. 

Enter Flavius and two Senators. ... 

F!a. It is in vain that you would {peak with Timon: 
For he is fet fo only to himfelf, 
That nothing but himfelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his Care- 
It is our part and pfomife to th* Athenians 
To fpeak with Timon. - 

2 Sen, At all times alike 

Men are not Hill the fame ; 'twas time and griefs 
That fram'd him thus. Time, with his fairer hand 
Offering the fortunes of his former days. 
The former man may make him ; bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 
F/a. Here is his Cave : 
?cace and Content be here, lord Timon f Timon f 
Lookout, and fpeak to friends, th? Athenians 
By two of their moil rev' rend fenate greet thee* 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon out of his Cave. 

Tim. Thou Sun, that comfort^ burn 
Speak, and be hang'd ; 
For each true word a blifter, and each falfc 
Be cauterizing to the root o'th* tongue,, 
Confuming it with fpeaking ! 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon 9 ■ / ■■ 

Tim. — Of none but fuch as you, and you of Timon. 

2 Sen. The fenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim. I thank them. And would fend them back the 

plague, 
Gtiruld 1 but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O, forget 
What we are forry for ourfelves, in thee : 
The Senators, with one confent of love, 
Intreat thee back to Athens; who have thought 
On fpecial dignities, which vacant lie 

Fer 
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For thy beft afe and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confefs 
Tow'rd thee forgetfulnefs, too general* grofs; 
Which now the publick body, (which doth feldoa* 
Play the recanter) feeling in it felf 
A lack of Timons aid, hath fenfe withal 
Of its own Fall, reftraining aid to Ttmony 
And fends forth us to make their ferrowed Tender,* 
Together with a recompence more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram * 
Ay, ev'n. fuch heaps and funis of love and wealth*. 
As fhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs *, 
And write in thee the figures of their love* 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tm. You witch me in it, 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears r 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And 1*11 beweep thefe comforts, worthy fenators*. 

i Sen* Therefore fo pleafe thee to return with as> 
And of our Athens, thine and ours,, to take 
The Captainfhip : thou (halt be met with thanks,, 
AUow'd with abfolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority : foon we fhall drive back 
Of Alcihiades th' approaches wild, 
Who, like a boar too favage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 

2 Sen. And (hakes his threatning fword 
Againft the walls of Athens. 

i Sen. Therefore, Ttmon* ■ 

Tim. Well, Sir, I will; therefore I will, Sir; thus— 
If Alctbiades kill my countrymen, 
Let Alctbiades know this of Tinan, 
That Timon cares not. If he fack fair Athens* 
And take our goodly aged men by th' beaids, 
Giving our holy virgins to the (lain 
Of contumelious, beaftly, mad- brained war; 
Then let him know, — and tell him, Ttmon fpeaks it; 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
1 cannot chufe but tell him, that I care rot. 
And let him take't at worft > for their knives care not, 

White 
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While you have throats to anfoer. Fbr my felfy 

There's not a whittle in th* unruly camp, 

But I do prtec it at my lore, before 

The wwrerend'fl throat in Athens. So I leave yoos 

To the protection of the profp'raus Gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 

Fia. Stay not* alPs in vain. 

Tim* Why, I wa^writmgofmy epitaph, 
It will be feen to morrow 1 . My long ficknefs 
Of health and living now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me alt things. Go, Hve ftill ;; 
Be Alctikuk* yonr plague ; yon h» ; 
And lafl fo lon^ enough ! 

i Sen. We fpeak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my Country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common Brake doth put it. 

i Sen. Thattewelifpoke. 

■Tim. Commendme to my loving countrymen-. 

t Sen. Thefe words become your lips, as they paft 
thro' them. 

2 Se*. And enter in our ears, like great triumpher* 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them> 
And tell them, that to eafe them of their grieft, 
Their fears of hoftile ftrokes, their aches, lodes,* 
Their pangs of love, with other incident Threes,. 
That nature's fragile veflel doth fuftain 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will do 
Some kindneft to them, teach them to prevent 
Wild Alcibiade? wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 

Tint. I have a Tree, which grows here in my Clofe, 
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, 
And fliortly muft I fell it. Tell my friends, 
Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, 
Fr6m high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe 
To flop affliction, let him take his Hafte; 
Come hither, ere my Tree hath felt the ax, 
And hang himfelf — I pray you, do my ^Greeting: 

Tim. 
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fta. Vex him no further, thus you ftill (hall find him.. 

Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to At bins, 
Timon hath made his everia&iag maafion 
Upon the beached verge of tke fah flood r 
Which osce arday wkh his enfeoffed froth 
The turbulent furge flrall cover : Thither cotee,. 
And let my grave-fieae be your oeacle. 
Lips, let four words go by, and language end : 
What is amifs, plague and irife&ion mend } 
Graves om\y be men's work*, and death their gam T 
Son, hide thy beams f fimtm hath done his Reign. 

[Exit Timosq*'- 
i Sen. Mh dtfeontente are unremoveaWy coupled to 

his nature, 
2 Sen. Out hope ifr him h dead ; let us return, 
And ftfaia what other means is left unto u» 
In our dear peril, 

1 Sen. It requires fwift feat. [Exeunt.. 

SCENE changes to the Walts of Athens.' 

Enter tnvo other Senators, tvith a Meffenger. 
t Sen. "HpHQU haft painfully dtfcover'd; aw his files 



. JL As fall as thy report I 
£ef. Ihav 



Me/. Ihave fpoke the leaft. 
Befides, his expedition promifes- 
Prefent Approach. t 

2 Sen. We ftand much haxard, if they bring not 
Thnon. 

Me/. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ; 
Who, though in general part we were opposed, 
Yet our old love made a. particular force, 
And made us fpeak like friends. This man was riding 
From Akihiades to Timon' s Cave* 
With letters of iatreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i'th' Caufe agaiaft yoar City 
In part fcr hid fcke mov'd. 
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i &*. He^e come our Brothers. 

3 &«. No talk of ^Tmm** nothing of him expe&r— 
The enemies* Dram is heard, and fearful Scooting 
Dothj&oak the sir with daft. In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall/ I fear, our foes the fnare\ [Exeunt. 

Enter a Soldier in the woods, feeking Timon, 

Sol. By all Defcriptioa this ihould be the place. 
Who's here r fpeak, ho. — No anfwer ? ■ 

What is this? ■■ . 

Timon is dead, who hath out-Jfaretch'd his fpan ; 
Some beaft rear'd this ; here does not live a man. (31 ) 
Dead, fore, and this his grave ; what's on this tombj 
I cannot read ; the character I'll take with wax 1 
Our Captain hath in every figure skill, 
An ag*d interpreter, tho' young in days : 
Before proud Athens he's fet down by this, 
Whofe Fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit. 

S C E HE; before the Walls of Athens. 
Trumpets found. Enter Akibiades witb bis Powers* 

Ale. POUND to this coward and lafcivious town 

ij Our terrible Approach, 

[Sound a parley. The Senators appear upon the walls. 
Till now yon have gone on, and fill'd the time 
"With all licentious meafure, making your wills 
The fcope of juftice. 'Till now my ielf, and fuel* 

(£i) Some Beaft read tint lere dots «*f live a Man.'] Sotte 
Beaft read what ? The Soldier had yet only feen the rude Pile of 
garth heap'd up for Timon*s Grave, and not the Infirifthn upon 
St. My Friend Mr. Warburton ingenioufly advis'd me to amend 
the Text, as I have done. The Soldier, feeking by Order for 
Timon, fees fuehan irregular Mole, as he conclude* rouft have 
been the Worfcmanflup of fome Beaft inhabiting tile Woods j 
and fuch a Cavity, as either muft have been fo o ver-arch'd, or 
happened by the cafual Falling in of the Ground. 

As 
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As flcpt within the fhadow of your Power, 

Have wander'd with our traverft arms, and breath'd 

Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is flpih, 

When crouching marrow in the bearer ftrong 

Cries, of itfelf, no more: now breathkfs wrong 

Shall fit and, pant in your great Chairs of eafe, 

And purfy Infolence ihall break his wind 

With fear and horrid flight. , 

i Sen. Noble and young, 
When thy £r& griefs were but a meer conceit, 
Ere thou hadft power, or we had caufe to fear ; 
We fent to thee, to give thy rages balm/ 
To wipe out our ingratitude, with loves. 
Above their quantity* 

iSen\ So did we woo (32) 
Transformed Timon to our city's love 
By humble meffage, and by promised 'mends z 
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
The common ftroke of war. 

1 Sen. Thefe walls of ours 

Were not ere&ed by their hands, from whom 
You have received your griefs : nor are tbey fuch, 
That thefe great tow'rs, trophies, and fchoob mould fidl 
For private faults in them; 

2 Sen. Nor are they living, 

Who were the motives that you firft went out : 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excefs (33) 

(3*) ' ' i a So *M w *""* 

Transformed Timph to our &t/s Love 

By bumble Meffage, and by promts' d means:] PromtYd Meant 
muft import a Supply of Subftance, the recruiting his ftmk For* 
tones 5 but that is not aH, in my Mind, that the Poet would 
aim at. The Senate had wooed him with humble Meffage, and 
Promife of general Reparation for their Injuries and Ingratitude. 
Thisfeems induded in the night Change which I have made— 
•vdbyfromiid *mends : and this Word, afofirofbfdy or other- 
wife, is ufed in common with Amends. 

(33) Shame, that tbey wanted Cunning in Excefs, 

Hath broke tbtir Hearts.] i, c, in other Terms,--— »*m* £*• 

they 



»&6 T j m * #/ A t h * n y. 

: Hath broke their hearts. May ch on, oh, noWe lad, 
Into oar city with thy banners fpread* 
By decimation and a tithed death, 
If thy revenges hunger for that food 
Which nature loath*, take thou the deffin'd tenth : 
And by the hazard of the {potted die, 
Letdiethefpottcd. 

i Sen. All have not offended ; 
For thofe that were, it is not (quace to take 
On thofe that arc, revenge : Came* like to lands* 
Are not inherited. Then, deax countryman 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy ragp j 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thofe kin, 
. Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall 
With thofe that have offended ; like a ihepherd. 
Approach the fold, and cull th' inie&ed Ktths. 
But kill not 41 together . 

2 Sett. What thou wilt* 
Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy faule, 
Than hew to't with thy fwor<L 

i Sen. Set hut thy foot 
Againfr qot raanpk'd gates, and &ey fall apeu 
Co thou wUt fend |hy gentle, heart before* 
To fay, thou'lt enter friendly. 

2 Sett. Throw thy glove. 
Or any token of thine Honour eUe, 
That thou wilt ufe (he wars as thy redreft, 
And not as our confufion : all thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have feal'd thy full defire. 

Ale. Then there's my glove i 

they were not the «tm#iiitfft Men afive, he* been the C**W 
their Dearth. For Cktming in Emctfs ffinft mean thk or nethis* 
O bravo Editors! They had heftf* It fidd, tha* •** much W* 
m feme Cafe might be dengtreiie, and why not an abfokt* 
Want of it? Bat had they thoSnUI at Cowof* to remoeeev 
pttfeloxtng &•**«, the eaf> and goooino 9etdt wooM *****> 
ately arife. " Shame in Exotft (i. o« Exfrtotk? el Shame) that 
" they wanted Centring (i. e. that they weto no* ws* enaejb 
•• nos to bactth joe r ) Tuth hrehe-thek He*ts. M 

Defccni 
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befcend, and open your uncharged pom » 
Thofe enemies of Timmt% and mine own, 
Whom you your felves Jhall let out for reproof* 
Fall, aad no nor# j and to atone your few 
With my mprc aoblea^eaoiog, notaawm 
Shall pa& hit fu*#t*r» or offend the Jtrcaa 
Of regular juftice in your city's bounds ; 
Bat fhall be remedied by publkkbwt 
At he *vieft anfwer. 

lfo/£. Tis rooft nobly fpoken. 

Ale, Defectd, and kecpyoar wond* 

Entorm Soldier. 

bJ4. My noble General, furor is dead ; 
Kawab'd upon the very hem oW fea J 
And on the grave-ftone this Infcubture^ which 
With wax I Drought away; whole foft imprdfio* 
Interpreteth lor my poor ignorance. 

[Alcibiades reads the efttapbJ] 
Here lies a wretched coarje, of nuretebed foul bereft i 
See* not m name : a plague confumeyou caitiffs Up I 
Here lie I Timon, who all living nun did bate* 
Pafi by % and cur fi thy Jk% but fiay not bete tby gaite* 

Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits : 

Tho* thou abaor'dft in us our human griefs, 

Scora'dft o«r braina' flow, and thofe our droplets, which. 

From niggard nature fall j yet rich conceit (34) 

fa) ■■■» j et rieb Conceit 

Taught tbee to mat* *oft Neptune wep fir op 

On thy hw Grow, on fault* firgivtn . Dead 

h w>h!t Timon, •/ vb'ofc &mory " . . . . 

Bertafter more. ] All the Editors, in th«ir Learning and 

Sagacity, have fuffer'd an unaccountable Abfurdity to pafs them 
m this Pafiage. Why was Neptune to weep on Timon's Fault* 
forgiven ? Or, indeed, what Faults had Trawi committed, ex- 
cept atainft his own Fortune and happy Situation in Life ? But 
teCotruptUm of the Text lie* only in the bad Pointing, which 
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Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye 

On thy low grave. On : faults forgiven. — Dead 

Is noble Timon, of whofe memory 

Hereafter more ■ ■ Bring me into your Cityy 

And I will ufe the Olive with my Sword ; 

Make War breed Peace j make Peace dint War ; Hiakt 

each > 
Prefcribe to other, as each other's Leach. 
Let our drums ftrike. [Exeat. 

I have difengagM, and reftor'd to the true Meaning. Akihi* 
tits' s whole Speech, at the Editors might have obfeiVd, ii in 
Breaks, betwixt his Reflexions on Timn*t Death, and his Ad* 
drefles to the AtbtnUn Senators i and as foon as he hat com* 
mented on the Place of Tiawa's Crave, he bids the Senate fit 
forward j tells 'em, he has forgiven their Faults} and jatomUW 
to ufe them with Mercy. 
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TIT U S 



ANDRONICUS. 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



Saturninus, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and after- 

wards dec lard Emperor Urn/elf. 
Baffianus, Brother to Saturninus, in Love with Lavinia. ', 
Titus Andronicus, a Noble Roman, General again/ tbt \ 

Goths. 
Marcus Andronkus, "Tribune of the People, and Brother ' 

to Titus. I 

Marcus, 1 

S*T f S(m ,0 TitUS Attdronicus - 

Mutius, J 

Youn§ Lucius, a Boy, Sori to Lucks. 

Publius, Son to Marcus the Tribune, and Nephw tt 

Titus Andronicus. 
Sompronius. 
Alarbus, 1 

Chiron, > Sons to Tamora. 
Demetrius, J 

Aaron, a Moor, befatdbj Tamora. 
Captain, from Titus'j Camp. 
j£miliu3, a Mejfenger. 
Goths, and Romans. 
Clown. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterwards married 

to Saturninus. 
Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 
Nurje, with a Black-a-moor Child. 

Senators, Judges, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendant*. 

SCENE, Rome*, and tbt Country near it. 
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A C T I. 

SCENE, befart the Capitol in Rome. 

Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft> as in the Senate. 
Enter Satuminus and Ins followers^ at one door j 
and Baffianus and bis follower s^ at the other, with 
Drum and Colours. 

Saturminus. 

jO&LE Patricians, Patron* of my Right, 
Defend the juftice of my Caufe with arms : 
And Countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead my fucceffive title with your fwords. 
I am the firft-born Son of him, that laft 
Wore the imperial Diadem of Rome : 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 
Baf. Romans, friends, foU'wers, favourers of my Right, 

If ever Baffianus, dt/ars fon, 

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep then this parage to the Capitol ; 

And fuffcr not-cofhonour to approach 

Th' imperial Seat, to virtue confecrate, 

Tojuftice, continence, and nobility: 

Bat let Defcrt in pure tlcftion ihine ; ; 

And, 




i$2 Titus A»p ron ic us. 

And, Ramans, fight for freedom in your choke. 
jfoter Marcus Attdronkijs aloft, *witb the Crown. 

Mar. Princes, drat ftrive by factions, and by frieoifc 
Ambirioufly for Rule and Empery ! 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ftand 
A fpecial party, have by common voice, 
Jn election for the Roman Empery, 
Chofen Andronicus, far-named Pius, 
Por many good and great deferts to Rome. 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Xives not this day within our city-walls. 
He by the Senate is accited home, 
From weary wars againft the bafb'rous Goths i 
That with his fons (a terror to our foes) 
Hath yoak'd a nation ftrong, trained up in arms. 
Ten years 'are fpent, fince firft he un&rtook 
This Caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with arms 
Our enemies 9 pride. Five times he hath return J 
Bleeding to Rume, bearing his valiant ions 
In coffins from the field. ■ ■ 
And now at laft, laden with Honour's Spoils, 
Returns the good Andromcus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 
Let U6 intreat, by honour of his Name, . . . • 
Whom (worthily) you would have now fucceed, 
And in the Capitol and Senate's Right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, ... ' 
That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength % 
Difmifs your followers, and, as fuitors (hoold, - 
f lead your deferts in peace and humblenefs. 

Sat. How fair the Tribune fpeaks, to calm ©7 
thoughts! 

Baf. Marcus Andronieuj, fo I do affie 
Jn thy uprightnefs and integrity; 
And fo I love and honour thee and thine ; 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his fdns, 
And her, to whom our thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lannma, Rome's rich Ornament ', 
That I will here difmifs my lo ving friends 1 

Ant 
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And to mf fortunes, and die people's favour, 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh'd. 

[Exeunt Soldiers* 
& Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my Right, 
I thank you all, and here difmifs you all ; 
And to the love and favour of my country v 
Commit my felf, my perfon and the Caufe: v 

Rome, be as juft and gracious unto me, „, 

As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the gates, and let me in. 
Baf Tribunes, and Me, a poor Competitor. 

[they go up into the Senate boufe % 

Enter a Captain. 

Cap, Romans, make way ; the good Andronkus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's beft Champion, 
Sufccefcful in the battels that he fights, 
With honour and with fortune is returned, 
From -whence he circumfcribed with hisfword, 
And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome, 

Sound Drums -and T+umpets, and then enter Mutius and 
Marcus : after them, t*wo men bearing a coffin cover d 
s nvith black j then Qtfintus and Lucius. After them, 
Titus Andronkus ; and then Tamora, the Queen of 
Goths, Alarbus, Chiron, and Demetrius, with Aaron 
the Moor, pr if oners j foldiers, and other attendants. 
They fet down the coffin, and Titus fpeaks. 

Tit. H*i\,Rome, victorious in my mourning weeds ! ( 1 J 
Lo, as the Bark, that hath difcharg'd her freight, 
Returtfs^with precious lading to the bay* 
From whence at firft (he weigh'd her anchorage ; 

(1) Hail, Rome, vifforious in thy mourning Weeds /] Mr^TFarm 
iurtow and I concurr'd to fufpeft that the Poet wrote j 

— in my mourning Weeds, 
i. e. Titus would fay $ " Thou, Rome, art vi&orious, tho' I am 
" a Mourner for thofc Sons which I have loft in obtaining that 
« Viaoiy." 

Vo*. VI> I ' Comet* 
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■Cometh Andronicus with laurel boughs, 

To r e-falute his Country with his tears 4 

Tears of true joy for his Return to Rome. 

Thou great Defender of this Capitol, 

jStand gracious to the Rites that we intend I 

Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons, 

Half of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the poor Remains, alive and dead ! 

Thefe, that furvive, let Rom* reward with love a 

Thefe, that I bring unto their lateft home, 

With burial among their Anceftors. 

Here Goths have given me leave to (heath my fword: 

Titus, unkiuA, and carelefs of thine own, 

Why fuffer'ft thou thy Sons, unburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadful more of Styx ? 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

\Tbty of en the Toml< 
There greet in filence, as the dead are wont, 
And fleep in peace, flain in your country's wan ; 
O facred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
How many fons of mine had thoa in (lore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc . Give us the proudeft prifoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile, 
Ad manes Tratrum facrifice . his flelh, 
•Before this earthly prifon of their bones : 
That fo theihadows be not unappeas'd, 
JJor we difturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I give him you, the nobleft that furvives ; 
The eldeft fon of this diftreffed Queen, 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious Conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I lhed, 
A mother's tears in paflion for her fon : 
And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my fons to be as dear tome. 
SuiEceth npt, that we are brought to Rome, (2) 

To 

{*) Sufficetb net, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy Triumphs, and retura 

Coftivt 
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To beautify thy Triumph* and Return, 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoak ? 
But muft my fons be flaughter'd in the ftreets, 
For valiant doings in their country's caufe ? 
O f if to fight for King and Common-weal 
Were Piety in thine, it is in thefe : 
Andromcusy ftain not thy tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful j 
Sweet Mercy is Nobility's true badge. 
Thrice-noble Titus % fpare my firft-born fon. 

Tit. Patient your felf, Madam, and pardon met 
Thefe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold 
Alive and dead, and for their brethrenilara 
Religioufly they ask a Sacrifice* 
To this your fon is markt, and die he muft, 
T'appeale theif groaning fhadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight. 
And with our fwords, upon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbs, "till they be clean confum'd. 

£ Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quiatus and Lucius 
nmth Alarbirs. 

Tarn. O cruel, irreligious, piety! 

Cbi. Was ever Zcythia half fo barbarous"? 

Dem. Oppofe me, Scytbia, to ambitious Rome. 
Marbus, go to reft ! and we furvive 
To tremble under Titus* threatning locks. 
Then, Madam, ftand refolv'd 5 but hope withal. 

Captive fo (bee and to thy Roman Yoak?] It is evident, as (hit 
Paffage has hitherto been pointed, none of the Editors .under* 
flood the true Meaning. If Tamora and her Family return 
captive to Rome, they muft have "been before Pajfoners of War 
to the Romans : and that is more than what is hinted, or fup- 
pos'd, any where in the Play. But the Truth is, return is not 
tFerbbot a Subftantvoe % and relates to Titus and not to Tamora t 
The Regulation I have given the Text, 1 dare warrant, reftorea 
the Author's Intention. 

V# beautify tbj Triumphs ttnd Return. 

Ii Th« 
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The felffame Gods, that arm'd the Queen of Troy (3) 

Witk opportunity of fhaij> revenge 

Upon the Tbradan tyrant in her Tent, 

May favour Tamera, the Queen of Goths, 

{When Goths were Goths, and Tamer* was Queen) 

To quit her bloody wrongs Upon hex foes. 

2i*fcr Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius. 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have performM 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus* limbs are iopt : 
And intrails feed the focrificing fire ; 
Whofe fmoke, like incenfe, doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our brethren, 
And with loud \ arums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be lb, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls, 

[Then found trumpets, and lay the coffins In the tenth. 
In peace and honour reft you here, my fons, 
Rome's readieft champions, repofe you here, 
Secure from worldly chances and mifhaps : 
Here lurks no treafon,, here no envy fwells ; 
Here grow no damned grudges, here no florins, 
No noife : but filence and eternal fleep : 
In peace and honour reft you here, my fons ! 

Entir Lavinia. 
Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long, 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo! at this tomb toy tributary tears 

(3) The felffame Gods, that arm* J the Queen of Troy 

With opportunity of fiarp revenge 

Upon the, Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, &c] I read, agamft 
the Authority of all the Copies, — — Mihertfwfj »• «• ™ ** 
Tent where flie and the other Traj*n Captive Women were 
kept : for thither Hecuba by a W^ie had deooy'd Palymatfitr, 
tii order to perpetrate her Revenge. This we may laam from 
E v * 1 r * d x 8*8 Hecuba 5 the only Author, that 1 can at j*e- 
fent remember, from whom ow Wrifcr muft have f l*n'd ihii 
Circumftance. 

I render, 
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I render, for my brethrens' obfequies : 
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy Return to Rome. 
O, blefs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whofe fortune Rime's beft citisens applaud; 

Tit. Kind Rome, that haft thus lovingly referv'd' 
The Cordial of mine age, to glad .mine heart ! 
Lavinia, live \ out- live thy father's days, (4) 
In Fame's eternal Date for virtue's praife ! 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome I 

Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus. 

Mkr. And welcome, Nephews, from fuccefsful wars, 
Yon that fiirvive, and you that fleep in fame : 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's fervice drew your fwords. 
But fafer triumph in this funeral pomp, 
That hath afpir'd to Sofa's happinefs v 
And triumphs over chance, in Honour's bed. 
Titus Aesdroniau, the people of Rome r 
Whofe friend in juftice thou haft ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft^. 
This Palhament of white and fpotlefs hue ; 
And name thee in election for the Empire, 
With thefe our late-deceafed Emperor's fotis : 
Be C*u8dat*s then, and put it on $ 
And help to fet a head on headlcf* Rome. 

Tit*. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his, that fhakes for age and feeblenefs : 
What ! fhouldl don this robe, and trouble- you I 
Be chofe with Proclamations to day, 
To morrow yield up Rule, refign my life, 
And fet abroach new bufinefs for you all ? 

(4) Lavinia, /?«* j out-lfoe tbj Father's days*. 

And Fame's eternal date for Virtue *s firaife ! ] Were the Text 
to be admitted genuine, nothing ceuld be fe abfrrd aa-for Titus- 
to wlih, hit Daughter might out-Jive the eternal Date of Fame. 
1 have, by the Change of a fingle If onofyUable, reftor'd the 
Baflage to aiehfible and kind Wifli.- , 

I 1 fame, 
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Rome, I have been thy foldier forty years, 
And fed my country's flrength fuccefsfully ;. 
And buried one and twenty valiant fons, 
Knighted in field, {lain manfully in arms. 
In Right and Service of their noble Country. 
Give, me a ftaff of honour for mine age, 
But not a fceptre to controul the world. 
Upright he Held it, lords, that held it kft. 

Mar. Titus, thou {halt obtain and ask the Erapery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune,, canft thou tell— 
Tit. Patience, Prince Satuminus.. > 
Sat. Romans, do me Right. 
Patricians, draw your fwords, and {heath them not 
Till Satuminus be Rcmes Emperor. 
Andronicus, would thou wert ihipt to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the Good 
That Boble-minded Titm means to thee.-*— . 

Tit. Content thee, Prince; I will reftore to the* 
The people's hearts, and wean them from them/elves*. 

Baf. Andronicus, I do aot flatter thee* 
But honour thee, and will do 'till I die : 
My faction if thou ftrengthen with thy friends, 
I will moft thankful be; and Thanks to men 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here,, 
I ask your voices, and your fuirrages j 
Will you bellow them friendly on Andronicus I 

Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus,. 
And gratulate his iafe Return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits* 

Tit. Tribunes, X thank you, and this fuit Imake>> 
That you create your Emperor's eldeft fon, 
Lord Saturnine ; whofe virtues will, lhope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earthy 
And ripen jufHce in this Common- weal. 
Then if you will elect by my advice, 

Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperor !* 

Mar. With voices and applaufe of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebeians,: we. create. 

Lord 
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Hord Saturninus, Rome's great Emperor ; 

And fay, Long live our Emperor Saturnine! 

[ A longflourijk, till they come down* 

Sat. Titus dndronjcus, for thy favours done 
To us in our Election this day,- 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deferts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs : 
And for an onfet, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family,. 
Lavinia will I make my Emperefs, 
Rome's royal Miftrefs, Miftrefs of my heart, 
And in the facred Pantheon her efpoufe : 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleafe thee ? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this match*. 
I hold me highly honour'd of your Grace : 
And. here in fight of Rome r to Saturninus, 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, 
The wide world's Emperor, do I confecrate 
Myfword, my chariot, and my prifoners ; 
Prefents well worthy Rome's imperial lord. 
Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honour's Enfigns humbled at thy feet 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life V 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome (hall record ; and when I do forget 
The-leaft of thefe unfoeakable deferts,, 
Rontons* forget your fealty tome. 

Tit. Now, Madam, are you prifonerto an Emperor;; 
To him, that for vdhf honour and your (late 
Will ufe you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, truft me, of the-hue 

[ftTamora; 
That I w#uld chufe, were I to chufe anew : 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Tho' chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer,, 
Thoo com'ft not to be made a fcorn in Rome : 
Princely (hall be thy ufage every way. 
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes: Madam, who comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the Queen *f Goths. 

I 4. Lavinia,, 
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Lwvinia, you are not difpteas 7 dwuhr this ? 

Z<n/. Not I, my lord 5 fith true nobility 
Warrants thefe words in princely courtefie* 

&?/. Thanks, £wtet Lavtrtia ; Romans, let us go, 
Ranfomlefs here we fet our prisoners free ; 
Proclaim pur honours, lards* with trump and-drum. 

Baf. Lord Titus, by your Leave* this Ma*4 is mine. 

[Stisting Lavinia. 

Tit. How, Sir, are yon in earneil then, my lord ? 

Baf. Ay, noble Titus ; and refolv'd withal, 
To do my felf this Reafon and this Right. 

[The Empertr courts Tamora in dumb Jbeui* 

Mar. Suum arique is owr Roman jufhce: 
This Prince in juftice feizeth but his own. 

Luc. And that he will, and (hall, if Lucius live. 

Tit. Traitors, avantl where is the Emperor's Guard ? 
Treafon, my lord ; Lannniais furpriz'd. 

Sat. iJurpriz'd t by whom ? 

Baf. By him; that jufHy may 
Sear his betroth'd from all the world away. 

[Exit Baffianus nmtb Liram*. 

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my fword Til keep this door focure. 

Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll foon bring her back. 

Mut. Mylord> y<w paft nor here.—*— 

Tit. What! vfflain*boy, 
Barr'ft me my way in Rome?- [Hb kills Mm. 

Mut. Help, Lucius, helpf 

Luc. My lord, you are unjuft, and more than (ch 
In wrongful quarrel you have flain your fon. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any fons of mine: 
]My fons- would never fo diihonour me. 
Traitor, re&ore lavima tothe Emperoft 

Luc. Dead, if you will, hut not to bonis wife, 
That is another's lawful promised lave. 

Sat. No, Titms, no, the Emperor needs her not ; 
Nor her, nor thee* nor any of thy Hock ; 
I'll truft by leifure him, that mocks me once : 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty fons, 
Confederates all> thus to diihonour me. 

Was 



Was there none elfe in Rome to make a Stale of, 
Bht Saturnine t ftftU wdK-uMhmcu^ 
Agree thefe deeds with thai proud Brag of thine, 
.That faid'ft, I begg'd the Empire at thy hands. 

Tit. Omenftrousf what reproachful word* are thcfe f 
Sat. But go thy ways : go give that changing piece, 
To him that AottritVd for her with hb fword j 
A valiant fon-in-law thou Jhalt enjoy : 
One fit to bandy with thy kwlefsfons, 
To ruifle in the Commonwealth of Rome. 
Tit. Thcfe words are razors to my wounded heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Gothi% • 
That, like the (lately Rbabe 'mong her nymphs, 
Doft over- mine the gallant'ft Dames of Rome 5 
If thou be pleased with this my Ridden choice^ 
Behold, I chafe thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee Emperefs of Rome. 
Speak, Queen of-Geths,, doft thou applaud my choiceir 
And here I fwear by all the Roman God*, 
(Sith prieft and holy water are fa near, 
And tapers burn fo bright, and every thing; . 
In readinefs for Rymeneus ftands,) 
I will not re-falute the ftreets of Rome, 
Or dtmfrmy Palace, 'till from forth this place 
I lead efpous'd my bride along with me. 

Tarn. And here in fight of heav'ato Rome I fwear,. 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths* 
She will a handmaid be to his defires, 
A loving nurfe, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Afcend, fair Queen, Pantheon* lords, accompany? 
Your noble Emp#ror, and hi* lovely bride, 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine ; 
Whofe wifdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There fhall we confummate our fpoufal rites. [Exeunt;. 

Manet Titus Andronicus. 

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride* 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Difeonour'd thus, and challenged of wronger 

lr S Enter 
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£///^r Marcus. An^raniois^ Luxius, Quintus, and 
Marcus. 

Mar. Gh> Tttw, fee* oh, fee, what thou, haft- done! 
Id a bad quarrel (lain a- virtuous fon. 

7i>. No, foolifli Tribune, no: no fon of mine,. 
Nor thou, nor thefe confederates in the deed,. 
That hathdifhonoured all ©m> family ; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy fon?., 

Lu*. .But let us give- hinvburial, as becomes ;: 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away ! ! he rcfts not in this tomb *; 
This Monument live hundred years hath flood,, 
Which I have fumptueufly re-edified : 
Here none but foWiers, and Rome's Servitors, . 
Repofe in fame: none bafely flaindn brawls.. 
Bury, him where you can, he comes not here.. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you ; 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him :-. 
He mult be juried, with his brethren* 

[Thns's fans /peek 

Softs. And lhaU, or him we wilt accompany. 

Tit. And (hall ? what villain was it /pake that word ? 

[TitusV fin. JpuskL 

Jgusn. He, that would vouch't in any place but here. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in my defpight ?. 

Mar. No, noble Titus;. but intreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury, him. 

Tit, Marcus* ev'n thou haft ftruck upon my Creft, 
And with thefe boys mine Honour thou haft, wounded. 
My foes I do repute you every one, 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone* 

Lud Heis not himfelf, let us withdraw*. 

4Jai*. Not I, 'till Mutius* bones be buried: 

[The brother and the fins kneel. 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 

$jtin. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeak. 

Tit. Speak thou no moite, if all the reft will fpeed. 

Mar*. Renowned Titus, more, than half my foul,— 
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£mc. Dear father, foul and fubflance of us all, — .- 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble Nephew here in virtue's neft, 
That died in honour, and Lavima's caufe. •• 
Thouarta2fa»**r, be not barbarous. 
The GreeM, upon advice, did bury Ajax> 
That flew himfelf ; • and wife Laertes' ion 
Bid gracioufly plead- for his fonerah. 
Let not young Mutiut then, that was thy joy, ♦ 
Bebarr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Rife, Marcus, rife— — — — 
The difmall'ft day is this, that e'er I faw, 
To be dtihonour'd -by my fons in Rome : 
Well; bury him, and bury me the next. 

[They put him in the tomb. • 

Luc. There- lie- thy bones, fweet Mutiut,, with thy- 
friends, 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! 

[Tbey all knell, -and fay i- 
No man fhed tears for noble Mutius* 
He lives in fame r that died in virtue's caufe.' 

Mar. My lord; to ftep out of thefe dreary dump?, , 
How comes it, that the fubtle Queen ofGotbi 
Is of a fudden thus advane'd in Rome? 

Tit. I know not, • Marcus ; but, I know, it i»: ; 
If by device or no, the heav'ns can tell ; 
Is fhe not then beholden to the man, 
That brought her for this high good Turn fo far ? " 
Yes; and will nobly him remunerate. • 

Flour ijb. Reenter the Emperor, Taniora, Chiron, an£l 
Demetrius, nvitb Aaron the Moor, at one door. 4* 
the other door 9; Baifianus and Lavinia nvitb others. 

Sat. So, Bajfianusy you have plaid your prize y 
God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride. 

Baf. And you of yours, my lord $ I fay no more, 
Nor wiih no lefs, and fo I take my leave.- 

&*ti Tray tor, if Rome have law, or we have power;- 

Thou- 
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Thou and thy fa&oa (hail repeat thk ftape. 

2?a/I Rape call you it, my lord* to fene my own 
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife ? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 
Mean, while I am pofleft of that is mine. 

Sat. Tis good, Sir j yoa are very fhort with us*. 
But, if we live, we'll be as (harp with you. 

Baf. My lord, what I hare done, asbeft I may*. 
Anfwer I muft, and (haft do wkh my h& ; 
Only thus much I give your Grace to know,. 
By all the duties which I awe U* Rome* 
This noble gentlemen*, lord films here* . 
Is in opinion and in honour w«ong'd ;. 
That in the refcue of Lavima* 
With his own hand did flay his youngeft fon». 
In aseal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath 
To be controul'd in that he frankly gave ; 
Receive him thex* tofavowv Saturnine} < 
That hath expreft himiclf in all his deeds,, 
A father and a friend to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baffiatms, Wave to plead my deed*. 
Tis thou,, and thofe, that have difhonour'd met:. 
Romi and the righteous heavens be ray judge* 
How I haveloy'd and. honoured Saturnine. 

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine*. 
Then hear me fpeak, indifferently, for all ; 
And at tny fust fiweet) pardon, what is paft. 

Sat. What, Madam! be dilhonour'd openly,. 
And bafely put it up without revenge ?• 

Tank Not to, my lord.; the Gods of Ron* foce- 
fend, 
I fhould be author to dishonour you ! 
But, on mine honour dare. I undertake. 
For good lord Vitus innocence ia.all,; 
Whole fury, not duTemhkd, fpeaks his. griefs : 
Then, at my fuit, look gracioufty on him, 
Lofe not fo noble a friend on vain Suppofe* 
Hot with (box looks aifttft hk gentle heart. ,' 
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My lord, be ruPd by me, be won at laft, 

Difiemble all your griefs and discontents : 

You are but newly planted in your Throne; 

Left then the People and Patricians too, 

Upon a juft furvey, take Vitus' part f 

And fo fupplant us for ingratitude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin*. 

Yield at intreats, and then let -me alone j; )► [4ffcfo. 

Ill find a day to mailacre them aU, 

And raze their fa&ioa, and their family, 

The cruel father, and his traiterous ions,. 

To whom* I fued for my deav fen's life : 

And make them know, what 'tis to let a Qieen- 

Kneel m the ftreets,and beg for grace in vain.— m 

Come, come, fweet Emperor, — come, Andronictn —— 

Take up this good old man, and chear the heart, 

That dies in tempeft of thy angry frown; 

Sat., Rife, Titus,, rife ; my Empreft hath prevailed,. 

lit. I thank your Majefty, ana her; my lord,. 
Thefe words* theie looks infafenew life in me.. 

Tam. fh*s> t tm incorporate tnJRome, 
A Roman now adopted happily : 
And muftadvife the Emperor for his good. . 
This day all quarrels die, Andromcus y 
And let it be my honour, good my lord, . 
That I have reconciTd your friends and you. 
For you, Prince BaffUmts, I have paft 
My word and prjanuTe to die Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tradable. . 
And fear not, lords; and you, Ldvfaia, 
By my advice all-humbled on your knees, v 
You (hall ask pardon of his Majefty. 

Luc. We do, and vow to heaven an^ to his Highntfsf, 
That what we ciJ was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our filler's honour and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteft. 

Sat. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no niore v ■■■■ » > 

Tarn. Nay, nay, fweet Emperor, we muff all be 
friends. 
The Tribune: and his Nephews kneel for grace, 

* Iwitt 
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UwiH not be denied'; fweet heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus^ for thy fake, and thy brother's here;. 
And at my lovely TiunoraH intreats, 
I do remit thefe young men's heinous faults: 
tanjiniai though you left me like a churl, 
J found a friend ; and fure, as death, I fwore, 
I would not part a batchebr from the prieft. 
Gome, if the Emperor's Court can' feaft two brides; : 
You areiny gueft, Lavinia, and your friends 5 
This day (hall be a love-day, Tamra; 

Tit. To morrow an it pleafe your Majefty, 
Ho hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With horn and hound, we'll give your Grace Bon-jcnr. 

Sat. Beitfo, Titns, and gramercy too.' [Exeunt i 



K C T If. 

S C E N E, before iieFnlace;. 
Enter Aaron alow* 

A arou; 

NOW climbeth Tatnora Olympus' top, 
Safe out of fortune's (hot ; and fits aloft, 
Secure of thunder's cracky or lightning fla&; ; 
Advanc'd above pale-envy's threatning reach* 
As when the golden fun lalutes the morn, 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams r 
Gallops the Zodiack in his gliftring^ coach, , 
And over- looks the higkeft-peering hills : . 
So %amora ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

Upon her wit doiH earthly honour wait, . 
And virtue ftoops and trembles at her frown, • 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy, thoughts, •• 
To mount aloft with thy imperial miftreft; 
And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long 
Haft prilbner Jield, fetter 'd in amorous chains j 

And 
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And' rafter bound to Aaron's charming eyes,. 

Than is Prometheus t/d to Cautafus* 

Away with flavifli weeds, and idle thought*^. 

I will be bright and ihine in pearl and gold, * 

To wait upon this new-made Emperefs. 

To wait, faid I ? to wanton with • this Queen, - 

This -Goddefs, this Semiramis ; <— this Queen;. 

This Siren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 

And fee his ihipwreck, and his common-weal's. - 

Holla ! what ftorm is this ?r 

Enter Chiron *ud Demetrius, Havings 

Bern. Chitons thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge? 
And manners, to intrude where I am grae'd ; 
And may, for aught < thou know'ft, aJFe&ed be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou doft over-ween in all, 
And fo in this, to bear me down with firaves : 
*Tis not the difference of a year or two * 
Makes me. lefs gracious, or- thee more fortunate* . 
I am as ablet and as fit as thou, . 
To ferve* and to defer ve my miftrefs' grace; ; 
And that my fword upon thee ihall approve, , 
And plead my.pamoafor.LavunVs love. . 

Jar. Clubs, clubs J— thefe iovers will not keepr 
the peace. 

J9«w. Why, boy* although our mother /(unadvised); 
Gave you a dancing. rapier by your fide, 
Are you fo defp'irate grown to threat your friends ? 
Go to ; hare you Jath glued within your iheathy 
1 Till you know better how to handle it. . 

Chi* Mean, while, Sic, with' the little skill I have, 
Rull well (halt thou perceive. how; much I dare. 

Denu Ay, boy, grow ye fo brave ? [They draw*. 

Aar. Why, how now, lords ? , 
So -near the Emperor's Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain fuch a Quarrel openly ? 
Bull well i wot the ground of all this grudge : 
I would not for a million of gold, 
The Caiife were known to them it mod concerns. 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more* 

B* 
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Be fo diihonour'd irt the Court of RoMe. 
s For fhame, pat up. ■ ■ 

Chi. Not I, 'till I have fheath'd (;) 
My rapier in his bofom, and withal 
Thruft thefe reproachful fpecches down his throat, 
That her hath hreath'd in my difhonour here. 

Dim For that I an prepared and full refolv'd, — 
Foul»fpoken coward ! thou thundreft with thy tongue, . 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'H perform*. 

Jar. Away, I fay. ■ 
Now by the Gods, that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty Brabble wilt undo us all ; 
Why, lords — and think you not, how dangerous 
I* is to jet upon a Prince's right ? 
What is Larjtma then become fo loofe, 
0r Bajfianm fo degenerate, 
That for her lovefuch quarreis may be broacbt,. 
Without oontroulment, juftk*, or revenge? 
Young lords, beware— and fhoukl the Emprefs know 
This difcord's ground, the mufick would not pleafe. 

Chi. I care sot, J, knew fhe and all the world ; 
I /love L&vinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make fome meaner 
choice; 
tlavinia is thy elder brother- s hope; 

Jar. Why, are ye mad ! or know ye not, ia.Jbm 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitors in love r 
I tell you, lords, yoa do but plot your deaths- 
By this Device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thoufand deaths would I propofe,- . 
To atchieveher whom I do love. 

(5) Net J, Uill J'haw fiutVd 

My Rapier in bit bcfom,— — ] TMs Speech, which has 
Keen all along given to Dtmetrius, at the next has been to 
Chiron, I have, by the Advice of Mr. Watburt9m y wte **rfS> 
given to Cbiren and Dmetrimti for it is Bemetriitt, as it appears 
from the Tenour of the Scene, who had thrown oat reproachful 
Speeches on Chirm* - 
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Aar. To atchieve her — how ? 
Dem. Why mak'ft thou it To ftrange ? , 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lannnia, therefore muft be lov'd. 
What, man f more Water glideth by the milf 
Than wots the miller of; and eafie it is 
Of a cut loaf to fteai a (hive, we know : 
Tho* Bafftanushe, the Emperor's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan** badge. 

Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturni mis may. [Afide. 

Dem. Then why (hould he defpair, that knows to 
court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
What, haft thou not full often ftruck a dbe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nofc r 

Aar. Why then, it feems, fome certain (hatch or Ik 
Would ferve your turns* 

Chi. Ay, .fothe turn were ferved. 

Dem. Aaron, thou haft' hit it. 

Aar. 'Would you had hit it too; 
Then fhould not we be tired with this a6Vt 
Why, hark ye, hark ye— and are you (uch fools, (6} 
Tofquare fbrthis? would k offend yon tnen 
That both fltould fpeedf 

Qbi. Faith-, not me. 

Dem. Nor me, fo I were one. 

Aar. For fliame, be friends ; and join tor that you jar; 
Tis policy and ftratagem muft do 

(6) and are you fueb Fooft 

To fquare for tbii t Would it offend you then— 

Cbi. Faith, not me, 

Dem. Nor me, fo I wire one.] This is, Verbum fat fafientt, 
with a Vengeance. The two Brothers (hew more Sagacity m 
this Paflage, than they do thrpughout the Play befides ; for 
they make their Anfwer to Aaron, without ever ftaying to 
hear him propound hi* Queftion. But there is no Occafcn for 
this Spirit of Divination. The Supplement, which I have made, 
i* reftor'd from the Old $*drto t which Mr* Pop pretends to_ 

tare collated* «« 

That 
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Which, cunningly efie&ed, will beget 

A very excellent piece of villany j 

And to repofe, fweet gold, for their unreft, 

That have their alms out of the Emprefs' chcft. 

Enter Tamora. 

Tam. My lovely Aaron* wherefore look'ft thou fad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft ? 
The birds chaunt melody on every bufli, 
The fnake lies rolled in the chearful fun, 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a checquer'd fhadow on the ground : 
Under their fweet fhade, Jaron, let us at, 
And whilH the babling Echo mocks the hounds,. 
Replying fhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double Hunt were heard at once, 
Let us fit down and mark their yelling noife : 
And after conflict, fuch as was fuppos'd ' _ 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy'd* 
When with a nappy ftorm they were iurpriz*d, 
And curtain'd with, a counfel-keeping cave ; 
V^e may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
(Our paftimes done) poffefs a golden dumber ; 
Whilft hounds and horns, and fweet inelodious birds 
Be unto us, as is a Burfe?s fong' 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe aileep* 

Mr. Madam, though Venus govern your defiret*. 
Saturn is dominator over mine : 
What fignifies my deadly-ftanding eye, 
My filence, and my cloudy melancholy, 
My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurb,. 
Even as an adder, when Die doth, unrowl. 
To do fame fatal execution ?. 
No, Madam,, thefe are no venereal figns ?• 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand *. 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my hcadL. 
Hark, Tamora, (the Emprefs of my foul. 
Which never hopes more heaven than refts m thee) 
This is the day of doom for Bajfhmus \ 
Hh Philomel muft lofe her tongue to day ;. 

Thy 
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Thy fens make pillage of her chaftity, 
And wafh theirhandsln Bajianus* blood. 
Seed thou this letter, take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatal-plotted fcrowl ; 
Now queftion me no more, we are efpied ; 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 
Which dread not yet their lives' deftru&ion. 

Tom. Ah, my fwcet Moor, fweeter to me than life. 

Jar. No more, great Emprefs, Baffianus comes; 
Be crofs with him, and I'll go fetch thy fons 
To back thy quarrels, whatfoe'er they be. [Exit, 

Enter Baffianus and Lavinia. 

Baf. Whom have we here ? Rome's royal Emperefi I 
Unfurnifh'd of her well-befeeming troops ? 
Or is it Dian y habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 
To fee the general Hunting in this foreft ? 

Tam. Saucy controuller of our private fteps : 
Had I the power, that fome fay, Dion had, 
Thy Temples ihould be planted prefently 
With horns, as was Afteorf* ; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, . 
Unmannerly Intruder as thou art f 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle Emperefs, 
Tis thought, you have a goodly gift in horning; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are Jingled forth to try experiments : 
Jove flueld your husband from his hounds to day ! 
*Tis pity, they fhould take him for a flag. 

Baf. Believe me, Queen, your fwarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, 
Spotted, detefted, and abominable. 
Why are you fequeftred from all your train ? 
Difmounted from your fnow- white goodly fteed, 
And wandred iiither to an obfcure plot, 
Accompanied? with a barbarous. Moor, 
If foul defire had not conducted you ? 

Lav. And being intercepted m your fport, 
Great reafon, that my noble lord be rated 

For 
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For faucinefs. 1 pray you, let us hence. 

And let her joy her raven-colour'd love ; 
This valley fits the purpoie paffing well. 

Baf. The King my brother mall have note of this. 

Law. Ay, for thefe flips 1*ave made him noted long, 
•Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 

Tarn. Why have I patience to «ndure all this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. Y , 

[ther, 

Dem. How now, dear Sovereign and our gracious Mo- 
Why does your Highnefs look fo pale and wan r 

Torn. Have I not reafon, think you, to look pale? 
Thefe two have ticM me hither *o this place, 
A barren and detefted vale, you fee, it is. 
The trees, tho' fummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
Overcome with mofs, and baleful miffelto. 
Here never lhines the fun ; here nothing breeds, 
Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven, 
And when they fhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the night, 
A thoufand fiends, a thoufand hiffing fnakes, 
Ten thoufand fwelling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries. 
As any mortal body, hearing it, 
Should (freight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly. 
No fooner had they told this hellifli tale, 
But ilraight they told me, they would bind me here, 
Unto the body of a difmal yew ; 
And leave me to this miferable death : 
And then they call'd me foul adulterefs, 
Lafcivious Goth, and all the bittereft terms 
That ever ear did hear to fuch effect. 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Revenge it, as you love your Mother's life 5 
Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children, 

Dem, This is a witnefs that I am thy fon. 

[Stabs Baflianus. 

Chi, And this for me, struck home to fhew my 
ftrength. [$ tabling him Ulewifi. 

Lav. 



Titus Andro wicus. 215 

2>v. h come, Semratms.i< -nay, barbarous 

Tamora ; (.7) 
JFor no name fits -thy nature but thy own. 

7*<w«. Give me thy poniard ; you fliall know, my boys, 
Your mother's hand mall right y oar mother's wrong. 

Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her; 
Firft, thrafh the corn, then after burn the ftraw : 
This minion flood upon her^ chaftity, 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
And with that painted Hope flie braves your-mightincfsj 
And fliall fheoarry this unto her grave ? 

Chi. An if fhe do, J would I were an Eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to fome fecret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our lull. 

Tarn. But when you have the honey you defire, 
Let not this wafp out-live, us both to fting. 

On. I warrant, Madam, we will make that fure? 
Come, miftrefs, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preferved honefty of yours. 

Law. O Tamora, thou bear'ft a woman's face — — 

Tarn. I will not hear her fpeak ; away with her. 

Law. Sweet Lords, intreat her hear me but a word — 

Dem. Liften, fair Madam 1 let it be your glory 
To fee her tears 5 but be your heart to them, 
As -unrelenting flints to drops of rain. 

Law. When did the tyger's young ones teach the dam ? 
O, do not teach her wrath ; fhe taught it thee ; 
The milk, thou fuck'dft from her, did turn to marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny. 
Yet every mother breeds not fons alike ; 
Do Thou intreat her, mew a woman pity. [Tv Chiron. 

Chi. What! would 'ft thou have me prove my felf a 
baftard? 

(7) I come, Semiramts, nay barbarous Tamora,] 
By an Inaccuracy of the Pointing, the Editors have all along 
made Nonfenfe of this Paflage, But the Poet's Meaning if 
this 5 Lavinia, feeing her Husband ftabb'd by the Queen's two 
Sons, expects and invites the Queen to ferve her in the fame 
kind, and put an end to her Miferies. jfy, is very frequently 
writ, I, in Editions of our Author's Time. 

Lav. 
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. Lav. 'TistFue, the raveitdorh not hatch the lark: 
Yet have I heard, (Oh, could I find it now !) 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
&ome fay, that ravens fbfter forlorn children, 
The whilft their own birds famjih in their nefts : 
Oh, be to me, tho' thy hard heart fay, no> 
Nothing fo kind, but ibroethiag pitiful. 

Tam. I know not what it means : awgy with her. 

Lav. Oh, let me teach thee: for my father's fake, 
{That gave thee life, when well he might have (lain thee) 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn. Hadit thou in perfon ne'er offended me, 
Even for his &ke am I now pitilefs : 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 
To fave your brother from the fact ifice ; 
But fierce Jndronicus would not relent : 
Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will % 
The worfe to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav. O Tamora, be calPd a gende Queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place; > 
For 'tis not life, that I have begg'd fo long ; 
Poor I was {lain, when Baffianus dyVL 

Tarn. What begg'ft thou then ? fond woman, let me go. 

Lav. Tis prefent death 1 beg ; and one thing more, 
That ^womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 
O, keep me from their worfe- than- killing luff, 
And tumble me into fome loathfome pit ; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn. So mould I rob my fweet fons of their fee. 
No ; let them fatisfie their luft on thee. 

Dem. Away ! For thou haft ftaid us here too long. 

Lav. No grace ? no worn aa- hood ? ah beaftly cteature f 
The blot and enemy of our general name ! 
Confufion fall ■ < 

Cbi. Nay, then Til flop your mouth — bring thou 

her husband : [Dragging *^~ La villi*. 

This is the hole, where Aaron bid as hide nun. [Examt. 

Tom, Farewel, my fons ; fee, that yon make her fure. 

Ne'er 
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Ne'er let my heart know merry chear indeed, 
Till all th' Jjtdromcibe made away. 
Now will I hence to feek my lovely A&or, 
And let my fpleenful fans this Trull deflour. [Exit. 
Enter Aaron, with Qointus and Marcus, 

Jar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before ; 
Strait will I bring you to the loathfompk, 
Where I efpied the Panther faft afleep. 

%mn. My fight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 

Mar. And mine, I promife you ; wer't not for ihame, 
Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while. 

,_ r„ .{MvaaMfiUtmittbitit. 

$mn. What, art thou fallen r what fubtle hole is this, 
Whofe mouth is cover' d with rude growing briars, 
Upon whofe leaves are drops of new-ihed blood, * 
As frcfti as morning-dew diftilTd on flowers } 
A very fatal place it feems to me : 
Speak, brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ? . 

Mar. O brother, with the difmalleft object 
That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament. . 

Jar. Now will I fetch the King to find them here ; 
That he thereby may have a likely guefs, 
How thefe were they, that made away his Brother. 

J Exit Aaron, 
p me out 
From this unhallow'd and blood-ftained hole ? 

Quin. I am furprized with an uncouth fear; 
A chilling fweat o'er-runs my trembling joints; 
My heart fufpe&s, more than mine eye can fee. 

Mori To prove thou haft a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou,, look down into the den, 
And fee a fearful fight of blood and death, 

Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my companionate heart 
Will not permit my eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by furmife ; 
O, tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Baffianus lies embrewed here, 
AM on a heap, like to a flaughter'd lamb, 

VouVI. K In 
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In this detetted, dark, blood-drinking pit, 

£>mn. If it be dark, how doft thou know *tis he ? 
Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 

A. precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which, like, a taper in tome monument, 

Doth ihine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks j 

And {hews the ragged entrails of this pit. 

So pale did ihine the moon on Pyramus, 

When he by night lay bath'd m maiden blood. 

brother, help me with thy fainting hand, 
(If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath) 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Oocytes* mifty mpitfh.. . 

s Quin. Reach me thy hand,. A at I may help dice oat, 
Or, wanting ftrength to do thee fb much good, 

1 may be pluck'd into the fwallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Baffianus' grave. 

I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mar. And I no ftrength to climb without Ay help* 
%uin. Thy hand once more ; I will not loofe again, 

'Till thou art here aloft, or I below. 

Thou canft not- come to me, I come to thee. [Falls w. 

Enter the Emperor, and Aaron. 

Sat. Along, with me ; — I'll fee what hole is here, 
And what he is, that now is leaj>'d into't. 
Say, who art thou, that lately dtdft defcend 
Into this gapmg hollow of the eartb ? 

Mar. Th* unhappy fon of old Anir omens % 
Brought hither in a moft unlucky hour. 
To find thy brother BaJJianus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead ? I know, thou doft but jeft : 
He and his lady both are at the Lodge* 
Upon the north-fide of this pleafant chafe ; 
"Tis not an hour fince I ieft him there. 

Mar: We know not where you left him all alive, 
;But out, alas ! Jiere have we found him dead. 

Bat* 
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Enter Tamora with Attendants ; Andronicus, and 
Lucius. 

Tarn. Where is my lord, the King ? 

Sat. Here, Tamora ; though grievM with killing 
grief. 

Tarn. Where is thy brother Baffianus f 

Sat. Now to the bottom doft thou fearch my wound ; 
Poor Baffianus here lies murdered. 

Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fatal Writ, 
The complot of this timelefs tragedy ; 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleafing fmiles iuch murderous tyranny. 

[She gi<vetb Saturninqi a Utter. 

Satuminus reads the letter. 

And if tve mifs. to meet him handfomly, 

Sweet bunt/man, Baffianus 'tis we mean ; 

Do thou fb much as dig the grave for him, 

Thou know? ft our meaning: look for thy reward 

Among the nettles at the elder-tree, 

Which ower-Jbades the mouth of. that fame pit, 

Where <we decreed to bury Baffianus. 

Do this, andpurcbafi us thy lofting friends. 

Oh, Tamora I was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit, and this the elder- tree : 
Look, Sirs, if you can find the huntfman out, 
That mould have murder'd Baffianus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind, 
Have here bereft my brother of his lifeu [To Titus. 
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prifon, 
There let. them bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never- heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tarn. What, are they in this pit I oh wondrous thing f 
How eafily murder is difcovered? 

Sir. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee 
Ii>eg this boon, with tears not lightly 1 ftied, 
That thh-fcll fault of my accurfcdfons, 

K 2 (Accurfed 
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(Accurfed, if the faults prov'd in them—) 
Sat. If it be prov'd ! you fee, it is apparent. 

Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you f 

Tarn. yfo^»/Varhimfelfdidtakeit*ip. •, 

Ttt. I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail* I 

For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 

They (hall be ready at your Highnefs* will, ^ y 

To anfwer their fufpicion with their lives. 
Sat. Thou (halt not bail them : fee, thou follow me: 

Some bring the murder'd body, fome the murderer s 

JLct them hot fpeak a word, the guilt is plain ; 

For, by my foul, were there worfe end than death, 

That end upon them fhould be executed* 
Tom. Andronicus, I will entreat the King ; 

Fear not thy fons, they fhalido well enough. 

Tit Come, Lucius, come, Hay not to talk with them. 

[Exeunt federally. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, nmtb Lavinia, raxnfitl\ 
her band* cut off, and her tongue cut out. 

Dent. So, now go tell (an if thy tongue can fpeak) 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravifti'd thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo* 
And (if thy ftumps will let thee) play the fcribe. 

Dem. See, how with figns aftd tokens fhecan fcrowle. 

Chi. Go home, call for fweet water, wafli thy hands. 

Dem. She has no tongue to call, or hands to waih j * 
JVnd fo let's leave her to her filent walks. 

Chi. If 'twere my cafe, I ihould go hang my felf. 

Pern. If thou hadft hands to help thee knit the cord. 
[Exeunt Dem. and Chiron. 

Enter Marcus to Lavinia. 
Mar. Who's this, my Nejce, that flies away fo fall? 
Goufitt, a word ; where is your husband ? 
If I do dream, 'Would all my wealth would wake me I 
If I do wake, fome planet ftrike me down, 
That I may (lumber in eternal deep ! 
Speak, gentle Neice, what ftern ungentle hands 
Pave lopp'd, an4 hsw% and made *hy fcxiy bare 
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Of her two branches, thofe fwcct ornaments, (8) 
Whofc circling fhadows Kings have fought to deep in ? 
And might not gain fo great a happinefs, 
As have thy love ! why doft not fpeak to me ? 
Alas, a rrimfon river of warm blood, 
Like to a bubbling fountain ftirr'd with wind, 
Doth rife and fall between thy rofie lips, 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But, fure, fome Ttreus hath devoured thee ; 
And, left thou fhould'ft detect him, cut thy tonguef. 
Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face for fhame I 
And, notwithfbmding all this lots of blood, 
As from * conduit with their iftuing fpouts,) 
Tet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face, 
Blufhing to be.encountred with a cloud..— —^ 
Shall I fpeak for thee 1 ihall I fay, 'tis fo ? 
O, that I knew thy heart, and knew the beaft, 
That I might rail at him to eafe my mind ! 
Sorrow concealed, like an bveri ftopt, 
Doth burn the heart tb cinders where it fs. 
Fair Pkikml*> fhe but loft her tongue, ) 

And in a tedious fempler few'd her mind. 
But, lovely Neice, that Mean is cut from thee; 
A craftier Tere*s haft thou met wjthal, - 
And he hath cut thflfo pretty fingers off, 
That could have better few'd than Philomef. 
Oh, had the monfter feen- thofe h'lly hands- 
Tremble, like afpen leaves, upon a lute, 
And make the filfcen ftrings delight to kifr them ; . 
He would not then have touch'd them for his life. 
Or had he heard the heav'nly harmony, 

(8) — .' ■ tboft fweet Ornaments, 

Whofe circling Shadows Kings have fought to JUep its, 

And might not gain fo grem an Haffinefs, 

As half thy Love!} As half her Love ? But might tliey gain 
any part of her Love ? Or would (he not content to embrace 
'cm fo much as with one Arm Y The Poet had no fuch Stuff 
in his Thoughts. My Correction reftores the true Meaning.; 
that, tho' Princes langviuYd to deep in her Arms, they could 
aot obtain their Suit, or have her Love, 

K $ Which, 



*22 Titus Andhonicus. 

Which that fweet tongue hath made ; 

He would have dropt his knife, and fell aflcep, 

As Cerberus at the Tbradan Poet's feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 

For fuch a fight will blind a father's eye. 

One hour's ftorm will drown the fragrant meads, 

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes r 

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee : 

Oh, could our mourning eafe thy mtfery I {Extant. 



ACT III. 
SCENE, a Strut in Rome. 

JSnter the Judges and Senators^ %uitb Marcus and 
Quintus pdund,tajfing on the Jlage to the place of 
execution, and Titip going before^ pleading. 

Titus. 

HEAR me, grave fathers ; noble Tribunes, flay, 
For pity of mine age, whofe youth was fpqnt 

In dangerous -wars, whilil you fecurely flept : 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ihed, 
For all the frofty nights that I have watcht, 
And for thefe bitter tears,, which you now fee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned fons, 
Whofe fouls are not corrupted, as 'tis thought. 
For two and twenty fons I never wept, 
Becaufe they died in Honour's lofty bed . 

[Andronicus lieth dvton, and the judges pafs by him* 
For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the duft I wnte 
My heart's deep languor, and my foul's fad tears : j 

Let my tears ftanch the earth's dry appetite, ' 

My fons' fweet blood will make it fhame and blufh : 
O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain, \Jk**~ 
That (hall diftil from ihefe two antient ruins, 

Than 



Than youthful April ftiall with *& his mowers ; 
In fummer , a tfroaght I'll drop npoh thee fHH ; 
In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the fnow ; 
And keep eternal fpringtime on thy face, 
So thou refufe to drink my dear fans' blodd. 

Enttr Lucius with bis Jhwrd drawn. 
Oh, reverend Tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 
Unbind my fons, reverfe die doom of death : 
•And let me fay, (that never wept before) 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc. Oh, noble father, you lament m vmn » 
The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by j 
And you recount, your forrbws to a flone. 

Tit. Ah, Luchti, for thy brothers let me ple$d ; — -J-* 
Grave Tri>>tf nes, once more I imreat of you — *— 

Luc My gracious lord, no Tribune hears you (peak. 

77/. Why, 'tis Homager, man; rf they did hear, 
They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark, ' 
They wouM not pky me.—*— — 
Therefore I tell my fbrrows to the ftenes, 
Who, tho' they cfcteot anfwer my diftrefc, 
Yet in fome fort thcy*re better tharf the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept m.y tale ; 
When I do weep, they humbly iat my feet 
Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me * 
And were they but attired in grave, weeds, 
Rom could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 
A ftone is foft as wax, Tribunes more hard than fames : 
A ftone is iilent, and oftendcth not, 
And Tribunes with their tongues deem men to death* 
But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawn r 

Luc. To refcue my two brothers from their death > 
For which attempt, the judges have prononne'd 
My everl&fting doom of baniftiment. 

Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee : 
Why, footifh Lucius , doft thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wildernefs of Tygers 5 
Tjigers muft prey, and JRome affords no prey 
But me and mine ; how happy art thou then, 

K. 4 From 



224 Titus Andrqnicit&, 

From thefe devourers to be banifhed ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here I 

Enter Marcus, and Lavinia. 

Mar. ^Titusy prepare thy noble eyes to weep, 
Or, if not fo, thy noble heart to break : 
I bring confuming forrow to thine age, 
\ Tit. Will it confume me ? let me fee it then. 

Mar* This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, fo me is. 

Luc. Ah me ! this object kills me. 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arife and look upon her : 
Speak, my. Lwvinia, what accurfed hand 
Hath made thee handlefs, in thy father's fpight? (9) 
What fool hath added water to the fea ? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My grief was at me height before thou cam'ft, 
And now, like Nilus, it difdaineth bounds : 
Give me a fword, I'll chop off my hands too, 
For they have fought for Rom, and all in vain : 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life: 
In bootlefs prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ferv'd me to effe&lefs ufe. 
Now all the fervke I require of them, 
Is that the one will help to cat the other : 
Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no hands, 
For hands to do R*m$ fervice are but vain. 

Luc . Speak, gentle filler, who hath martyr'd thee ? 

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 

<$) ' <wbat accurfed Hand 

Hath made thee handlefs in thy Father's Sight ?] But tho' Is- 
vinia appeared handlefs in her Father's Preferfce, fhe was not 
wade fo in his Sight. And if that be the true Reading, it can 
at beft bear but this poor Meaning, What curs' d Hand hath 
robb'd thee of thy Hands,, for thy Father to fee thee in that 
Condition ? the flight Alteration, 1 have given, adds a much 
more reafonable 'Complaint, and aggravates the Sentiment, 
What curfed Hand hath robb'd thee of thy Hands, only in 
Befpight to thy Father, only to increafc his Torments ? 

That 
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That blab'd them with fuch pleating eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where, like a fweet melodious bird, itfung 
Sweet various notes, inchanting every ear f 

Luc. Oh, fay thou for her, who hath done this deed ? : 
Mar. O, thus I found herftraying in the park, 
Seeking to hide her felf j as- doth the deer, 
That hath receiv'dTome unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my Deer; and he; that wounded her; 
Hath hurt me more than had he ktfPd me dead : 
For now I Hand, as one upon a rock,. 
Environ- d with a wildernefs of fea; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave 5 
Expecting ever when fome envious furge 
Will in his brinifh bowels fwaliow him. 

This way to death my wretched fons are goner- 
Here (lands my other fon,. a banhVd man ; 

And here my brother, weeping at my woes. 

But that, which gives my foul the greateft fpurn;* 

Is dear bavima, dearer than my foul. — *« 

Had I but feen thy picture in this plight, 

It would have madded me. What fhall I do; 

How I behold thy lively body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tears; 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee ; 

Thy husband he is dead ; and for hid death 

Thy brothers are condemn'd, and 'dead by this. 

Look, Marcus! ah, fon Lucius, look on her: 

When I did name her brothers, then frefh tears » 

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew 

Upon a gather'd lilly almoft wither'd. 

Mar. Perchance, ihe weeps becaufe theykill'd her 
husband. 

Perchance, becaufe (he knows them innocent: 
Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful, 

Becaufe the law hath ta'en revenge on 4 them. 

No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed ; 

Witnefs the forrow, that their lifter makes . 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kifs thy lips, 

Or make fome/figns how I may do fliee cafe: 

K 5 ' Shall 
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Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, fit round about fome fountain* ' 
Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks, 
How they are ftain'd like meadows yet not dry 
With mirey flime left on them by a flood ? 
And in the fountain fhall we gaze fe lone, 
•Till the frefh tafte be taken From that cfcarnefs, 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 
Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 
Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb mows 
Pafs the remainder of our hateful days ? 
What fhall we do ? let us, that have our tongues, 
Plot fome device of further mifery, 
To make us wondred at in time to come. 

Luc. Sweet father, ceafe your tears ; for, at your grief, 
See, how my wretched After fobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear neice,* good Titus, dry thine eye^ 

Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot, 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 
For thou, poor man, haft drown d it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lawinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark; I underftand her figns; 
Had (he a tongue to fpeak, now would fhe fay 
That to her brother which I faid to thee* 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 
Can do no fervice on her forrowful cheeks. 
Oh, what a fympathy of woe is this I 
As far from help as Limbo is from blifs. 

Enter Aaron. 

, Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the Emperor 
Sends thee this word ; that if thou love thy fons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 
And fend it to the King ; he for the fame 
Will fend thee hither both thy 'fons alive, 
And that fhall be the ranfom for their fault.' 

Tit. Oh, gracious Emperor ! oh, gentle Aaron! 
Did ever raven fing fo like a lark. 
That gives fwset ti^ngs of the Sun's uprife ? 

* With 



TlTVS ANDROttrcUfc ' 227 

With all my hearty VII fend the Emperor my hand * • 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down fo many enemies, 't 

Shall not be fent ; my hand will ferve the turn. 
My youth can better fpare my blood than you, 
And therefore mine fliall favc my brothers* lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rearM aloft the bloody battle- ay, 
Writing Deftruetion on the enemies 1 Cafque ? (10) 
Oh, none of Both but are of high defert : . . 

My hand hath been but idle, let it (crve 
To ran Com my two Nephews from their death ; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Mr. Nay, come, agree, whofe hand fhatl go al6ng, 
For fear they die before their Pardon come* 

Mar. My hand fliall go. 

Luc. By heav'n, it fliall not go: 

Tit. Sirs, drive no more, fuch withered herbs *s theft 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc. Sweet father, if I fhall be thought thy fon, 
Let me redeem my brothers Both from death. • 

Mar. And for our father's fake, and mother's care, 

(10) Which of your Hands bath not defended Rome, 

And reared aloft the bloody Battle-axe, 

Writing DeflruSion on the Entities' Caftlc ?] This i* a 
Paflage, which (hews a moft wonderful Sagacity in our Edi- 
tors. They could not, fare, intend an Improvement .of the 
Art Military , by teaching us that it was ever a Cuftom to hew 
down Caftles with the Battle-Axe. Or could they have a De- 
fign to tell us, that they were Caftles formerly on their heads 
for defenftve Armour ? I ventur'd, Tome time ago, to correct 
the Paflagc thus } 

Writing DefiruBion on the Enemies" Cack. 
i. e. an Helmet $ from the French Word, une Cafque, A bro- 
ken k in the Manufcript might eafily be miftaken for tl, and 
thus a Caftte was built at once. But as I think it is much 
more feafibie to fplit an Helmet with a Battle-axe, than to 
cut down a CaftU with it, I fhall continue to ftand by my' 
Bmendati«s« 

Nc-W 
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' Now let me fliew a brother's love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you, I will fpare my hand:* 
Luc. Then I'll go -fetch an ax. 
Mar. But I will ufe the ax. . 

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcos. 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron, I'll deceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Aar. If that be called deceit, I will be honeft, 
And never, whilft I live, deceive men fo. 
But I'll deceive you in another fort, 
And that, you'll fay, ere half an hour pafs. [Aju 

[He cuts ofTitxifs 7~ 
Enter Lucius and Marcus again. 

Tit. Now flay your ftrife ; what ihall be, is difpatch'd : 
Good Aaron, give his Mafcfty my hand : 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers, bid him bury it ; 
More hath it merited ; that let it have. 
As for my fons, fay, I account of them 
As jewels purchased at an eafy price ; 
And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own. 
* Aar. I go, Andronicus ; and for thy hand 
Look by and by to have thy fons with thee : 
Their heads, I mean. — Oh, how this villany , \Afiie. 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it ! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his foul black like his face. [Exit. 

* Tit. O hear I — I lift thjs one hand up, to heav'n, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth ; 
If any Power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call : What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 
Do then, dear heart, for heav'n mall hear our prayers, 
Or with our fighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 
And ftain the fun with fogs, as fometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting bofoms. 

Mar. Oh ! brother, fpeak with poffibilities, 
And do not break into thefe deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my paffions bottomlefs with them. . 

Mar. 
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Mar. But yet let reafon govern thy Lament. 

TV/. If there were reafon for thefe miferies* 
Then into limits could 1 bind my woes. 
When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflowfc 
If the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-fwol'n face ? 
And wilt thou have a reafon for this coil ? 
I am die fea; hark, how her fighs do blow* 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : . 
Then muA my fea be moved with her fighs,. 
Then mull my earth with her continaal tears- 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why, mv bowels, cannot bide her woes, 
But, like a drunkard, muft. I vomit them $ 
Then give me leave,, for lofers will have leave 
To eafe their ftomachs with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a Meffenger, bringing in two heads and' 

Mef. Worthy Andronicuh ill art thou repay 'd 
For that good hand thou fent'ft the Emperor y. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble fons, 
And here's thy hand in fcorn to thee fent back ; 
Thy grief's their fport, thy refolution mockt: 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my father's death. \E*iK 

Mar. Now let hot j£tna cool in Sicily,. 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell ; 
Thefe miferies are more than may be borne f 
To weep with them that weep doth eafe fome deal, 
But forrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc. Ah, that this fight (hould make fo deep a wound* 
And yet detefted life not (brink thereat ; 
That ever death fhould let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe. 

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortlefs, , 
As frozen water to a ftarved fnake. 

TV/. When will this fearful flumber have an end? 

Mar. Now,, farewel, flattery! die, Andronicusi 
Thou doft not flumber ; fee, thy two ions 1 heads, 

Thy 
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Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other baniuYd Ton with this dear fight 
Struck pale and bloodlejfs ; and thy brother I, 
Even like a ftony image, cold and numb. 
Ah! now no* more will I controol thy griefs ; (n) 
Rend off thy filver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmal fight 
The clofing up of your moft wretthed eyes I 
Now is a time to ftona, why art thou (till r 

Ttt. Ha, ha, ha J ■■■ ! ■■ 

Mar. Why doft thou kugh I it fits not with this hour. 

7?/. Why, I have not another tear to flied j 
Befides, this forrow is an enemy, 
And would ufin*p upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears ; 
' Then which way (hall I find Revenge's Cave f 
For thefe two heads do feem to fpeak to me, ' 
And threat me, I (hall never come to blifs, 
Till all thefe mifchiefs be return'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them.- 
Come, let me fee, what task I have to do — - 
You heavy people, circle me about ; 
That I may turn m* to each one of you, 
And fwear unto my foul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made; — come, Brother, take a head, 
And in this hand the other will I bear ; 
Lavinia, thou fhalt be employ f d in thefe things; 
Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth ;* 
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my fight, 
Thou art an Exile, and thou molt not ftay. 
Hie to the Goth, and raife an army there ; 
And if you love me, as I think you do* 
Let's kifs and part, for we have much to do. [Exewd. 

(II-) Ab % **w m tmrextn'Il I confront my Grief*; ] I read,— 
thy Griefs. Martut had before perfuaded Titut to be temperate 
and reftrain the Excefs of his Sorrows : but now, fsyt b* 9 that 
fo miferable an ObjetY is presented to your Sight, as a dear 
Daughter fo heinoufly abus'd, e'en indulge your Sorrows till 
they put an end to your miferable life. 

Mint* 
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Manet Latins. 

Luc. Farewel, Andrenicus, my noble father. 
The wofuVtk man that ever liv'd in Romi\ 
Farewel: proud Rem* ; "till Z*a«j come again. 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life ; 
Farewel,. Lavim*, my noble lifter, 
O, 'would thou wert as thou tofbre haft been! . 
Bat now uor Lucius nor Lantinia- Uvea* 
But in oblivion ai'd hateful griefs; 
If Lucius live, he will requite, your wrongs, 
And make proud Saiurtrixus and his Emprefs 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his Queen* 
Now will I to the Geth, and raife a Power, 
To be re veng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit Luciusv 

SCENE,tf» Apartment in Titiuft Houfi. 

^ Ban q^u e t„ 

J!*//r Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, q^td young Lucius, 
a Boy. 

i 
77/. C*Q» fo » now fit;' and look, you eat no mora 

i3 Than will preferve juft fo much ftrength in us, 
As will revenge theie bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that ibrrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy neice and I, poor creatures, want our hands, 
And cannot paffionate our (en-fold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft; 
And when my heart, all mad with mifcry, 
Beats in this hollow prifon of my flelh, 
Then thus I thump it down. ■ ■■■ 

Thou map of woe, that thus doft talk in figns f 
When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating, 
Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill ; 
Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 
Or get fome little knife between thy teeth, 
And juft againft thy heart make thou a hole, 

That 
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That all the tears, that thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that fink, and foaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in fea-Jalt tears. 

Mar. Fie, brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

7*7. How now !- has forrow made thee doat already? 
Why, Marcus, no man fhould be mad but I ; 
What violent hands can (he lay on her life ? 
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands, — 
To bid JEtuas tell the tale twice o'er, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable ? 
O, handle not the theam ; no talk of hands, r— * 
Left we remember (till, that we have none. 
Fie, fie, how frantickly I fquare my talk, 
As if we fhould forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands ? 
Come, let's fall to,* and, gentle girl, eat this* 
Here is no drink : hark, Marcus, what fhe fays,- 
I can interpret all her martyr'd figns ; 
She fays, (he drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with her forrows, mefh'd upon her cheeks? 
SpeechlefrcomplaSnt ! — O, I will learn thy tbougEt; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers: 
Thou (halt not figh, nor hold thy (lumps to heav'n, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign, 
but I, of thefe, will wreft an alphabet/ 
And by (till practice learn to know thy meaning: 

Bey. Good grandfire, leave thefe bitter, deep* 1* 
ments; 
Make my Aunt merry with fome pieafmg tale. 

Mar. Alas-, the tender boy, in paffion mov'd* 
Doth weep to fee his grandfire's heavinefs. 

Tit." Peace, tender fapling ; thou art made of tcan, 
And tears* will quickly melt thy life away* 

[Marcus ftrikes the difl> <witb a haft* 
What doft thou ftrike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 

Mar. At That that I have kilTd, my lord, ally. 

Hit. Out on thee, murderer; thou kiirft my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy *d with view of tyranny ; 

Adcd 
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A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Titus brother ; get thee gone, 
I fee, thou art not for my company. 

Maw. Alas, my lord, I have bat kill'd a fly. 

Tit. Bat ? > how if that fly had a father and 

mother ? 
How would he hang his flender gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting Dolings in the air ?( 12) 
Poor harmlefs fly, 

That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry ; 
And thou had kill'd him. 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir, it was a black ill- favoured fly* 
Like to the Emprefs' Mmti therefore I kill'd him. 

Tit. O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee* 
For thou haft done a charitable deed , 
Give me thy knife, I will infuk on him, 
Flattering my felf, as if it were the Moor 
Come hither purpofely to poifon me. 
There's for thy felf; and that's for Tamora: 
Yet ftill, I think, we are not brought fo low* 
Bat that between us we can kill a fly, 
That comes in Ekenefs of a cole- black Moor* 

Mar. Alas, poor man, grief has fo wrought on hisH| 
He takes falfe fliadows for true fubftances. 
Come, take away ; Lavinia, go with me ; 
I'll to thy clofet, and go read with thee 
Sad flories, chanced in the times of old. # 
Come, boy, and go with me; thy fight is young, 
And thou (halt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

{Exeunt, 

(12) And buz. lamenting Doings in the jGr.] Lamenting Doingi 
is a Ttry idle Exprdfion, and conveys no Idea. The Altera- 
tion, which I have made, tho* it is but the Addition of a fmgte 
Utter, is a great Increafe to tljeSenfe: and tho% indeed, there 
iifomewhatof a Tautology in t\\t Spit bet and Subftantive annexe 
to it, yet that's, no new Thing with our Author. 

ACT 
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ACT IV* 

SCEN E, Titus'* Houfi. 

Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him ; 
and the boy flies from her, with bis books under bis 
arm. Enter Titus, and Marcus. 

Bo v. 

HELP, grandfire, help; my Aunt Lpvinj* 
Follows me every where, 1 know not why. 
Good uncle Marcus, fee, how fwift fhe comes; 
Alas, fweetAunt, 2 know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius? do not fear thy Aunt. 
- Tit: She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm; 

Boy. Ay, when my father was fn Rome, fhe did. 

Mar. What means my neice Lavinia by thefe figns ? 

Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius, fomewhat doth (he mean: 
See, Lucius , fee, how mtrch fhe makes of thee : 
^ome whither would fhe have thee go with her. - 
Ah, boy, Cmmelta never with more care 
Read to her fons, than fhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tuf/fs oratory : 
Can'it thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus I 

Boy, My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guefs, 
Unlefs fome fit or frenzie do poflefs her : 
For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft, 
Extremity of grief would make men madi. 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through farrow; that made me to fear* 
Although, my lord, I know my noble Aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my Mother did : 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth ; 
Which made me down to throw my books, and (lie, 
Caufelefs, perhaps; but pardon me, fweetAunt; 

And, 
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And, Madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will mod willingly attend your ladyftiip. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. 

Tit. How now, Lavinia f Marcus, what means this I 
Some book there is that (he defires to fee. 
Which is it, girl, ofthefer open them, boy, 
Bat thou art deeper read, and better skuTd : 
Come and make choice of all my library, . 
And fo beguile thy forrow, 'till the heav'ns 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed : 
Why lifts ite up her arms in fequence thus ? 

Mar. I think, (he means, that there was more tha» 
one 
Confederate in the fait. ' Ay, more there was: 
Or elfe to heav'n ihe heaves them for revenge. 

Tit. Ludus, what book is that ihe toffies fo r 

Boy. Grendfire, 'rls Ovid** Mstamorpbtfu $ 
My mother gave it me. 

Mar. For love of her that's gone, 
Perhaps, Ae cull'd it from among the reft. 

Tit. Soft! fee, how bufily me tarns the leaves I 
Help her ; what would ihe find? Lavima, Jhall I readr 
This is the tragick Tale of PbikmU 
And treats of Tereus 1 treafon and his rape ; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, brother, fee ; note, how ihe quotes the 
leaves. 

77/. Lawiniu, wert thou thus furpriz'd, itoeet girl, 
RaviJh'd and wrong VI as Philomsla was, 
Forc'd in the ruthlete, vaft, and gloomy'woods ? 
See, fee; . 

Ay, fuch a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O had we never, never, hunted there \ ) 
Pattern'd by That the Poet here defcribes, 
By nature made for murders ^od for rapes. 

Mar. O, why fhould Nature build io foul a den, 
Unlefs the Gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give figns, fweet GirJ, for here are none but 
friends, 

What Roman lord it was durft do the deed * 

or 
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Or flunk hot Saturnine, as Tarquin crft, 
That left the camp to fin in Lucrece bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, fweet neice * brother, £t down by 
me. ' 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Infpire mc, that I may this treafon find. 
My lord, look here; look here, Lavima. 

{He writes his name with his ftaffj and guide* it 
with his feet and mouth. 
. This fandy Plot is plain ; guide, if thou can'ft, 
This after me, when I have writ my name, 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curft be that heart, that fore'd as to this fhift f 
Write thou, good neice; and here difplay, at leaft. 
What God will have difcover'd for revenge? 
Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy forrows plain, 
/Jnat we may know the traitors, and the troth f 

[She takes the fiaff in her mouth, ami guide* it 
with her flumps, and writer. 

Tit. Oh, do you read, my lord, whatfhe hath writ ? 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius*. 

Mir. What, what! — the luftfel fons o£ Tamer* 
Ferformers of this hateful bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magne Domtnator Pelt, 
™* ientus ***** f"k r * * tarn lentus wdes I 

Jwar. Oh, calm the* gentle lord y although, I know. 
There is enough written upon this earth, 
To flir a mutiny in the mildeft thoughts r 
And arm the minds of Infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia kneel,. * 
And kneel, fweet boy, the Roman HeBer'* Hope,. 

ka [T with mc » ( a8 » with the wocful P* 6 ^ 
AnoV father, of that chafte difhonoured Dame, 
JLord Junius Brutus fware for Lucrece" rape,) 
I hat we will profecute (by good advice), (i 3) 

Mortal 

(13) That toe mill profecute (hy good Advice) 

Mortal Revenge upon tbefe traitorous G«tfis ; 
v And fee tbeir Blood, or die with this Reproach.] BaMf 

»e* endeavoured to thrqyr off the Reproach, tho' they fetftnthc 

Attempt 
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Mortal revenge upon thefe traiterous Goths ; 
**nd fee their blood, ere die with this reproach. 

Tit. 'Tis Aire enough, if you knew how. 
But if you hurt thefe bear-whelps, then beware, 
The dam will wake ; and if flic wind you once, 
She's with the lion deeply flill in league ; 
And lulls him whilft fhe playeth on her back, 
And, when he fleeps, will (he do what fhe lift. 
You're a young Huntfman, Marcus, let it alone; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of brais, 
And with a gad of Heel will write thefe words, 
And lay it by ; the angry northern wind 
Will blow thefe fands, like Siiyfs leaves, abroad, 
And where's your lefTon then I boy, what fay youf 

Boy. I fay, my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother's bed-chamber fhould not be fafe, 
For thefe bad bond-men to the yoak of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful Country done the like. 

Bvy. And, uncle, fo will I, an if I live. 

Tit. Come, go with me into .my armoury. 
Lucius, I'll fit thee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry ftom me to £h,e Emprefs* fons 
Prefents, that I intend to fend them both. 
Come, come, thoult do my meffage, wilt thou not ? 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bofom, grandfire. 

Tit. No, boy, not (b ; I'll teach thee another courfe. 
Lavinia, cpme ; Marcus, look to my Houfe : 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the Court/ 

Attempt, they could not be properly faid to die with that Re- ' 
proach. Msrcut mud certainly mean, that they would have 
Revenge on their Enemies, and fpill their Blood, rather than " 
they would tamely fit down, and die, under fuch Injuries. For 
this Reafon I have corrected the Text, 

' ere Me toitb this Reproach; 

I am not to learn, that or formerly was equivalent to ere, — - 
Or, before, ere : Glofl*. to Urrey'j Chaucer. — - Or, /or ere i . 
quod etiamnum in agro Lincolnienfi frtfuentijfimi ufvrpatur. Skin- 
ner in bis Glouary {/"Uncommon Words. — — But this U&gewas 
too obfoletc for our Sbakeftcarc y % Time, 

Ay, 
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Ay, many, will we, Sir; and we'll be waited* on. 

[Exeunt. 
Mar. O heavens, can jovl hear a good man groan. 
And not relent, or not companion him ? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecftaiie, 
That hath more" fears of forrow in his heart, 
Than foe-mens 1 marks upon his batter'd fhield ; 
But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge ; 
Revenge the HeaVns for old Andronkus ! [Exit. 

SCENE changes to the Palace. 

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one doer : ad 
at anether dear young Lucius and amtber % with $ 
bundUof<weapom and <verf$s writ upon them* 

Qn\T\Emetrius y here's the Son of Lucius ; 
JLJ He hath fome meflage to* deliver us. 

Jar. Ay, fome mad meflage from his mad grand- 
father. 

Boy. My lords, with all the humblenefs I may, 
I greet your Honours from Andronicus ; 
And pray the Roman Gods, confound you Both. - 

Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius* what's the news ? 

Boy. That you are both decypher'd (that's the news] 
For villains mark'd with rape. May it pleafe you, 
My grandlire, well advis'a, hath fent by md 
The goodlieft weapons of his armoury, 
To gratify your honourable youth, 
Th* hope of Rome ; for fo he bad me fay : 
And fo I do, and with his gifts prefent 
Your lorcUhips, that whenever you have need, 
Ydu may be armed and. appointed well. 
And fo I leave you both, like bloody villains. [Exit. 
Dem. What's here, a fcrowte, and written- round 
about ? 
Let's fee-. 

Integer vit* 9 fcelerifime purus, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis nee arcu. 

Qfi. O, 'tbaverftiA/fow/, I know it well: 
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I read it in the Grammar long ago. 
Aar. Ay, juft j — a verfe in Horace—— right, yoa 
have it \ 
Now, what a thing it is to be an Afs ? 
Here's no fond jeft; th* old man hath found their 

guilt, (14) 
And fends the weapons wrap'd about with lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick : 
But were our witty Emprefe well a-foot, 
She would applaud Andrwku? conceit : 
But let her reft in her unreft awhile. 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy ftar 
Led us to Rome Grangers, and more than fo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 
It did me good before the Palace- gate 
To brave die Tribune in his Brother's hearing. 

Dem. But me more good, to fee fo great a lord 
Bafely infinuate, and lend us gifts. 

Aar. Had he not reafon, lord Demetrius ? 
Did you not ufe his daughter very friendly ? 

Dem. I would, we had a thoufand Roman dames 
At fuch a bay, by turn to ferve our luft. 

Chi. A charitable wifli, and full of love. 

Aar. Here lacketh but your mother to fay Amen. 

Chi. And that would (he for twenty thoufand more* 

Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods ' 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aar. Pray to the devils ; the Gods have given us 
over. [Flourijh. 

Dem. Why do the Emptor's trumpets flouriih thus ? 

Cbi. Belike, for joy the Emp'ror hath a fon. 

Dem. Soft, who comes here ? 

Enter Nurfe\ nmA a Black-a-moer Child. 
Nur. Good morrow, lords: 

(14) Here's »• found jejt\\ But, I think, I may venture to 
fey, here's no found Senfe. Doubtkft, the Poet wrote, ber*** «• 
{oodjefi i. e. no idl* f f»R/h>9ut% but a Sarctfin deliberately 
thrown, and groundtdto* Jt*4*a» 
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O* tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moor? 

Aar. Well, more or lefs, or ne'er a whit at all, 
Here Aaron is, and what wid} Aaron now ? 

Nur. O gentle Aarm % we aire all undone: 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling doft thou keep! 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ? 

Nur. O That which I would hide from heaven's eye 
Our Emprefs'. fhame, and ftately Rome* difgrace. 
She is deliver 'd, lords, fhe is deliver'd. 

Aar. To whom ? 

Nur. 1 mean, fhe is brought to bed. 

Aar. Well, God give her good rdll 
What hath he fent her * 

Nur. A devil. 

Aar. Why, then (he is the devil's dam: a joyful Mbe. 

Nur. Ajoylefs, difmal, black, and forrowful uTue. 
Here is the babe, as loathfome as a toad, 
Amongft the faired breeders of our clime. 
The Emprefs fends it thee, thy ftamp, thy feal : 
And bids thee chriften it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar. Out, out, you whore! is black fobafe a Hue? 
Sweet blowfe, you are a beauteous bloflbm, fure. 

Dent. Villain, what haft thou done ? 

Aar. That which thou canft not undo. 

Chi. Thou hail undone oar mother. 

Aar. Villain, I've done thy mother. 

Dem. And therein, heiiifb dog* thou haft undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice, 
Accurs'd the offspring of fo foul a fiend i 

Chi. It fhall not live. 

Aar. It mall not die. 

Nur. Aaron, it muft, the mother wills it fo. 

Aar. What, muft it, nurfe? then let no man tmt I 
Do execution on myfiefh and blood. 

Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point: 
Nurfe, give it me, my fword fhall foon difpatch it. 

Aar. Sooner this fword fhall plough thy bowels up. 
Stay, murtherous villains, wiil you kill.your brother? 
JNow, by the burning tapers of the sky. 

That 
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That flione fe brightly when this boy was got. 
He dies upon my Scymitar's (harp point, 
That touches this my firft-born fon and heir. 
I tell you, Younglings, not Enctlaebu 
With ail his threatning band of Typbori* brood, 
Nor great A/ades, nor the God of war, 
Shall feize this prey out of his father's hands. 
What, what, ye fangnine lhallow-hearted boys, 
Ye white lim'd walls, ye ale-houfc painted figns, 
Coal-black is better than another hue: 
In that it fcorns to bear another hue : 
For all die water in the ocean 
Can never torn the fwan's black legs to white, 
Although (he lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the Emprefs from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own; excufe it, how (he can. 

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftrefs thus? 

Aar. My miftrefs is my miftrefs ; this, my felf ; 
The vigour and the pi&ure of my youth. 
This, before all the world do I prefer; 
This, mangr* all the world, will I keep fafe ; 
Or fome of you fhall fmoke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is for ever fham 9 d. 

Obi. fame will defpife her for this foul efcape. 

Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her death. 

Obi. I blufh to think upon this ignominy. 

Jar. Why, there** the privilege your beauty bears ; 
Fie, treacherous hue, that will betray with bluihing 
The dofe ena£h and counfels of the heart F 
Here*s a young lad fram'd of another leer, 
Look, how the black (lave frolics upon the father ; 
As who fliould fay, " Old lad, I am thine own. 
He is your brother, lords; fenfibly fed 
Of that felf-blood, that firft gavclifc to you ; 
And from that womb, where you imprifon'd were, 
He is infranchifed and come to light : 
Nay, heY your brother by the furer fide; 
Although my feal is ftamped in his face. 

JVar. Aaron* what fhall I fay unto the Emprefs r 

Dem. Advife thoe, Aarm, what is to be done, 

Vol. VL L And 
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And we wijl all fubfcrib* tp thy advice : 
Save you the child, fa we. may be all fafe. 

Aar. Then fit we down, and let us sU con&lt. 
My fon and I will have the win4 of you : 
Keep there : now talk at pleafure of y wr fafety. 

[They Jit m tkt gnunl 

"Dem. How many women faw this child of his ? 

Aar. Why, fo, brave lords ; when we all join ialeague, 
I am a lamb ; hut if you brave the Mvar, 
The cha'fed boar, the mountain lionefs, 
The ocean fwells not fp as Aaron ftorn»6 : 
But fay again, how many faw the child ? 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and my felf — ~ 
And no one elfe but the delivered Emprefc. 

Aar. The Emprefs, the midwife, and your felf — - 
Two may keep counfej, wljen the third's away : 
Go to the Enmrefe, tell her, this I faid — [He kills btr. 
Week*— week ! — f© cries a pig, prepar'd tp th 1 fpit. 

Dem. What raean'it thou, Aaron? wherefore didit 
thou this? 

Aar. O lord, Sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 
Shall (he live to betray this guilt of ours ? 
A long-tongu'd babling goffip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent : 
Nqt far, one miditeus lives, my country-man, 
His wife but yeAenught was brought tp bed. 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack with him, and give (he mother gold. 
And tell them both the circum&ance of all ; 
Arid how by this their child lhajl be advanced. 
And be received for the Emp'ror's heir, 
And fubftituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempeft whirling in thje Court ; 
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, my lords, ye fee, I haye given her phyfick ; 
And you muft needs beftow hex funeral ; 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
This done, fee, that you take no longer days, 
But fend the midwife presently to me. 
The midwife aM the nurfe w*U cpia^away, 

T3*a 
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Then fet tike ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chi. Aaron, I foe, thou wilt not truft the air 
With fecrets. 

Dent. For this care of Temora, 
Her felf and hers are highly bound to thee. [Exeunt. 

Aar. Now to the Goths, as fwift as Swallow flies, 
There to cbfpoie this treafure in my arms, 
And fecretly.to greet the Emprcfs' friends. 
Come on, you.thick4ip'd flave, I bear you hence, 
For it is you that put us to our fhifts : 
I'll make yoa feed on berries, and on roots, 
And feed on curds and whey, and fuck the goat, 
And cabin in, a cave; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. {Exit. 

S C E N E, a Street near the Palace. 

£a/*r Titus, old Marcu€, young Lucius, and other Gen- 
tlemen with botws ; and Titos bears the arrows with 
letters on the end of them* 

Tit. Come, Marcus* come; kihfmen, this is the way. 
Sir boy, now let me fee your archery. 
Look, ye draw home enough, and 'tis ther? ftraight ; . 
Terras Aftraa reliquit—b* you remfimbtr'd, Marcus-**— 
She's gone, me's fled -~— Sirs, take you to your tools ; 
You, coufins, (hall go fbtfrd the ocean, 
And caft your nets ; haply, you may find her in tfce fea ; 
Yet there's as little juftke as at land *«?-»- 
No, Publius aad Sempronius ; you. ami} do it, 
'Tis you rauft dig with mattock and with fpade* 
And pierce the inmoft centre of the earth : 
Then, when you come tp P/uto's region, 
L fray, you,^ deliver this petiti&ft, 
Tell him it is for juiticQ, and far-aid. ; 
And that- it comes from old Andrvwvs, 
Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah, Rome! -r^^Wdl, weJl, I made thee mi&rablc, 
'What time I threw the people's, fugrage* 
On him, that tiw.dotb tyrannise, o'er me* 

La Go, 
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Go, get you gone, and, pray, be careful all, 
And leave you not a man of war unfearch'd ; 
Thb wicked Emperor may have ftiip'd her hence, 
And, kinfmen, then we may go pipe for juftice. 

Mar. Oh PubHus, is not this a heavy cafe, 
To fee thy noble uncle thus diftra£ ? 

Put. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night t' attend him carefully : 
And feed hb humour kindly as we may, 
•Till time beget fome careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinfmen, his forrows are paft remedy. 
Join with the Goths, and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius) how now? how now, my maftew, 
What, have you met with her ? 

Pub. No, my good lord, but Pluto fends you word, 
If you will have revenge from hell, you {hall : 
Marry, for juftice, (he is fo employed, 
He thinks, with Jove in heav'n, or fomewherc elfe s 
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays* ' 
I'll dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcus, we arc but fhrubs, no cedars we, 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops 4 fat ; ' 
But metal, Marcus, fteel to th' very back ; 
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear. 
And fith there is no juftice in earth nor hell, 
We will follicit heav'n, and move the Gods, A ' 
To fend down juftice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come, to this gear; you're a good*archer, Marcus. 

[He gives them the arrow*- 

Ad Jovem, that's for you — here, ad ApoUtnem 

Ad Mortem, that's, for my felf ; 

Here, boy, to Pallas here, to Mercury— * 

To Saturn and to Casks not to Saturnine — — 

You were as good to (hoot agaihft'the wind. 
To it, boy; Marcus — loofe when*! bid : 
O' my word, I have written to effect, 

There's 
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There's not; a God left unfoUicited. 

Mar. Kinfmen, (hoot all your (hafts into the Court, 
We will affiift the Emperor in his pride. {They jhoot. 

Tit. Now, matters, draw ; oh, well faid, Lucius : 
Good boy, in Firm's lap, give it Pallas. 

Mar. My lord, J am a mile beyond the moon j 
Your letter U with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haft thou done } 
See, fee, thou'ft (hot off one of Taurus' horns. 

Mar. This was the fport, my lord ; when Publius (hot, 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries fuch a knock, 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the Court, 
And who fhould find them but the Emprefs' villain : 
She laugh 'd, and told the Moor, he fhould not chufe 
But give them to his matter for a prefent. 

Tit. Why, there it goes. God give your lord(hipjoy| 

Enter a Clown with a basket and two pigeons. 

News, news fiom heav'n; Marcus, the poft is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings I have you any letters ? 
Shall J have iuttice, what fays Jupiter? 

Clown. Who ? the gibbet-maker ? he fays, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man mutt not be 
hang'd 'till the next week. 

Ttt. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I ask thee? 

Clown. Alas, Sir, I know not Jupiter^ 
I never drank with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

Clown. Ay, of "my pigeons, Sir, nothing eife. 

Ttt. Why, didft thou not come from heav'n ? 

rSf Tw J f T^ hC f/u ? Af*" J ncvcr camc *«* 
God forbid, I (hould be fo bold to prefs into heav'n itf 

myyoungdays. Why, lam going with my pigeons to 

the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawlbetwixt 

my uncle and one of the EmperiaTs men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ferve 

for your oration, and let him deliver the pigeons to the 

Emperor from you. 

*• % Ttt. 



246 TlTlT* AtfDR©!**OtfS» 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an ottttic* to tht Em- 
peror with a grace ? 

Clown. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never fay grace ta 
all my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 
But give your pigeons to the Emperor. 
Bv me thou (halt have juftice at his hands. 
Hold, hold — meanwhile, here's mony for thy charges. 
Give me a pen and ink. 
Sifrah, can you with a grace deliver a Application ? 

C/own. Ay, Sir. 

Tit. Then, here is a fuppJkatioh for you : and when 
you come to him, at the iirft approach you muft kneel, 
then kifs his foot, then deliver up yokr pigeons, and 
then look for your reward. I'll be at haftA 9 Siri fee 
you do it bravely, 

Clown. I warrant you, Sir, let^me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, haft thou a knife P come, h\ at fte it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration, 
For thou haft made it like An humble ftpflkWt J 
And when thou haft given k the EmperOr, 
Knock at my door, and tell tnt, what he fa^fe 

Chw»n. God fee with you, &r, I will. 

T#. Comt, Marcus, fctusgo, PUto, rottown*. 

SCENE,* Palace* 

Enter Emferlr art Emprtfa *ft* htr two fins * fhiitnfmr 
brings tht attbw in iris band, that TlCits^W. 

&tf.\T7HY, lol-dtf, What Wrongs ate theft? was 

W over fceft 

An Emperor of A #fet thus over-borne, 
Troubled, con£rom«d thus, a«d#brth'**Wnt 
Of equal juftice, ui'd ift futh cootem^*? 
My lords, you know, as do the mlgfetiul Gods, 
(However the di&urbett of our pea** 
Buz in the people's ears) there nought hath paft* 
But even with law againft the wilful fona 

* Of 
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Of old Andronicus. And what an if 

His.forrows have fo overwhelmM his wits, 

Shall wefbe thus affli&ed in his wreaks, 

His. Its, his frenfie, and his bitterncfs ? 

And now he writes to heav'n For hi3 redrefs. 

See, here's to J we, and this to Mercury, 

This to Apollo, this to the God of war : 

Sweet fcrouls, to fty about the ftreets of Rom t 

What's this but libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our injuftice ev'ry where ? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? 

As who would fay, in Rome n6 juftice were. 

But if I live, his feigned ecftalies 

Shall be no ihelter to thefe outrage's : 

But he and his (hall know, that Juftice live* 

In Saturmnuf health ; whom, if ihe fleep, 

He'll fo awake, as (he in fury (hall 

Cut xM the pfoud^ft cOnfplrator that lives. 

f<m> My gracious lord, my lovdy tirtttrnihe, 
Lord *f *iy lift, tdtnftiaft&r of my thought, 
Calm thee, and tear tfhe fault* of fitti age, 
Th' effelb of ferittw for his ttffiant fons, 
Whofe lofs hath pierc'dfcim Seep, and fbarr'd his hearts 
And rather tWnfcft hi* diftrefled plight, 
Than profecute the meaneft, or the bell. 
For thefe contents — *- Why, thfts it ihall becomte 
High-witted Tamora to glofe with all : 
But, yTftt/, I have' tcuth'd thee to the quick, 
Thy 12fe4riood mi : if Aetron now b* wife. 
Then is aU fafe, the anchor's in the pott. {AJide. 

Muter ,Cio*oon* 

How, now, good fellow, would'il thou fpeak with us ? 
j CJo. Yea, Forfooth, an your Mifterftiip be EmperiaL 
Tarn. Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor. - 
Ckwn* 'Tis he : God and St. Stefktb gwt you good- 
Even : 
I have brought you a letter and a couple of pigeons here . 

[He r**ds the ktHr. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently. 

L 4. Clown, 
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C/*wn. How much money muft I have ? 

Tan. Come, firrah, thou muft be hang'd. | 

Cfawn. Hang'd ! by V lady, then I have brought up 
a neck to a fair end. [Exit. 1 

Sat. Defpightfal and intolerable wrongs ! 
Shall I endure this monftrous villany ? 
I Jcnow, from whence this fame device proceeds ; 
May this be borne ? as if his trakerous fons, 
That dy'd by law for mnrther of our brother, 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ? 
po, drag the villain hither by the hair, j 

Nor age nor honour (hall fhape privilege, 
far this proud mock 1*11 be thy flaughter-man;,. 
Sly frantick wretch, that holplt to make me great, 
in hope thy felf fhould govern Rom and me . . 

Enter Emilias. (15) 

Sat. What news with thee, JEmlius f [canfe; 

jEnuL Arm, arm, my lords; Rme never bad more j 
The Gotbs have ga{her'd head, and with a Power 
Of high-refolvCd men, bent to the fpoil, . | 

They hither march amain, under the Condoft 
Of Lucius 9 fon to old Andronicus : 
Who threats in coorfe of his revenge to do 
As much as ever CorioUmus did. 

Sat. U warlike Lucius General of the Goths? 

(15) Enttr Nuatius uEmBus.] Thus the old Books have **» 
foib'd this Charader: and, I believe, I can account far the 
Formality, from the Ignorance of the Editors. In the Author 1 ! 
Manufcript, I prefume, 'twas writ, Enttr Nvntius j and they 
ebfervuig, that he it immediately cafl'd <s£mlius, thought pro- 
per to give him his whole Title, and to clapp'd in Enter Nuntiof 
JEmllitit. — — Mr. Pope has very critically follow'd them ; aid 
ought, methioks, to have given his new-adopted CitiieniVto<« 
a place in the Drmnttit Per/on*. If this Gentleman hat difto- 
ver'd any Xmsn Family, that had the Pnentmen of HuUna | it is 
a Secret, I dare fry, more than Carifus, Dimedtt Grwmmtticm, 
or the Fafti Capitoliui, were ever acquainted withal. StuMtfiestt 
meant no more than, Enter JEmiBus as a Mefftnger. 

Theft 
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Thefe Tidings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with ftorms. 

Ay,, now begin our forrows to approach j 

*Tis he, the common people love fo much ; 

My felf hath often over-heard them fay, 

(When I have walked like a private roan) 

That Lucius* baniflxment was wrongfully, 

And they have wkh'd, thai Lucius were their Emperor* 

Tom. Why mould yon fear r is not our dry ftrong? 

Sat. Ay, out the citizens favour Lucius, 
And will revolt from me, to fuccour him. 

Tarn. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy nalfa 
Is the fan dnn r d, that gnats do fly in it ? 
The eagle fuflers little oifds to ling, 
And is not careful what they mean thereby, 
Knowing, that with the (hadow of his wings 
He can at pfeafure flint their melody ; 
Even fo raay'ft thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy fpirit, for know, thou Emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andromcus 
With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous, 
Than baits to fiih, or honey-ftalks to lheep : 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted wkh delicious food. 

Sat. But he will not intreat his fon for us. 

Tarn. If Tamora intreat him, then he will: 
For I can fmooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promifes ; that were his heart 
Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf, 
Yet fhould both ear and heart obey my tongue: 
Go thou before as our embaflador ; {To iEmilius. 

Say, that the Emperor requefts a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Sat. jEmilius, do this meflage honourably * 
And if he ftand on hoflage for his fafety, 
Bid him demand what pledge will pleaie him belt. 

jEmiJ. Your bidding (hall I do effedually. . {Exit. 

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus, 
And temper him, with all the art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goth*. 

L 5 . - And 
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And now, fweet Emperor, be blith again* 
And bary all thy fear in tAy devices. 

Sat. Then go fucceftfutiy, and plead to huh* [E*e* 



AC T V. 

SCENES Camp* at « Jmll iiftmice 
m from Rome, 

jE»/*r Lucius with Goths, with drum JnJfitdlers, 

Lucius. % 

APPROVED warriors, and my tekhM friends, 
I have received letters from great &**/, 
Which fignifie, what hafe they bear their Em» 
pW, 
And how defirous of our fight they arc. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as yout titles Witliefs> 
Imperious and impatient of yotir wrongs 5 
And wherein Rome hath done yon affy fcatbe, 
Let him make treble fatisfaftiott. 

Goth. Brave flip, fprang from the great Andtomets, 
( Whofe name was oaoe oaf terror, now oof comfort J 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds 
Tngrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in us; we'll follow, where thoulead'ft: 
Lik« fringing bees in hotted fammer's day, 
Led by their m after to the flower'd fields, 
And be aveng'd. on curfed Tamdra. 

Omn. And, as he faith, fo fay we all wkh him. 

Luc I humbly thank him, and I thank you all* 
Bat who comes here, led by a lufty Gttkt 

Enter a Goth Um&ng Aaron, with his child in 
bis Arms. 

Gj/h. Renowned £«*/?*, from ow tieojM I (ttay'd 

To 
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To gaze upon a ruinous mormftcry 3 

And as I earneftly dM fix mine eye 

Upon the wafted building, fiiddenly 

I heard a child cry underneath a wall ; 

I made unto the noife, when foon I heard 

The crying babe controuTd with this drtteurfe: 

* Peace, tawny flave, half me and half thy dam>. 

«« Did not thy Hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

" Hftd Nature lent thee but thy mother's look, 

" Villain, thou might'ft hare been an Emperor : 

« But where the bull and cow are both milk-white,. 

** They never do beget a cole-black calf; 

« Peace, villain, peace ! (even thus he rates the babe) 

« For I muft b«ar thee to a trafty Q<tth % 

** Who, when he knows thou art the Bmprefs' babe, 

« Will hftkl thee dearly for thy mother's fake." 

With this, my weapon drawn, I rufh'd vpon him, 

Snrffria'd him fcfddenly, and brought him hither, 

To *fe as yoa think needful of die man. 

Luc. O worthy Goth, this is th* incarnate Dcvjl,. 
That robb'd Andrdmcm Tof his good hand \ 
This it the Pearl that pteasM your Brriprefs* eye, 
And here's the bafe fruit of his burning loft. * 
Say, wttll-ey'd flave, whither would'ft thouvocmvey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face? v 
Why doft not fpeak ? what! deaf? no! not a word? 
A halter, fddiere j hang hhti «tt this tree* 
And by his fide his ff bit of baftardy: \ 

Jar. T&uch litit the boy,- he is of rayal blood. 

Lac Too like the fire for ever being good. 
Firft, hang thechiJd, that he may fee it iprawl> 
A fight to vex the father's foul withal. 
Get me a laUder. (i6) . dar % 

(16) kan Get me a taHer. huchiSj fifoe the Child.] All the 
printed Editions have given this whole Verfe to Aaron. But 
Why fltouM the Medr here* asKfer a tadtier, who eirneftiy 
w«ntdd to h*ve hisX)hlld fav'd ? Uftiefs the Poet is fuppos'd 
to mean forjtaran, that, if they would get him a Ladder, be 
would refoletely hang himfelf out of th* *Af> (9 they would 

fpare 
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Jar. Lucius, fave the child, . 
And bear it from me to the Emperefs ; 
If thou do this, 1*11 fliew thee wond'roas things. 
That highly may advantage thee to hear; 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
I'll fpeak no more ; but Vengeance rot you all f 

Luc. Say on, and if it plea(e me which thou fpeaklt, 
Thy child Hull live, and I will fee it nourHhU 

Jar. Anifitpleafethee? why, allure thee, Lucw, 
f Twill vex thy foul to hear what I Audi fpeak : 
For I muft talk of murthers, rapes and maf&cffes, 
A&s of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complotsof mifchief, treafon, villanies, 
Ruthful to hear, yetpiteoufly perform'd: 
And this ihall all oe buried by my death, 
Unlefs thou fwear to me, my child ihall live* 

Liu. TeH ob thy mind ; I fay, thy child ihall live. 

Jkar. Swear, that he ihall ; and then I will begin. 

Luc. Who (hoold I fwear byr thou believ'ft a* 
God: 
That granted, how can'ft thou believe an oath I 

Aar. What if I do not! as, indeed, I do not 1 
Yet, for I know thou art religious, 
And haft a thing within thee called Confcience* 
With twenty popiih tricks and ceremonies 
Which I have feen thee careful to ohferve ~ 
Therefore I urge thy oath ; (for that, I know, 
An idiot holds his bauble for a God, 
And keeps the oath, which by that God he fwear* 
To that 111 urge him ; ) — — therefore thou fhalt vow 
By that fame God, what God fbe'er it be» 
That thQtiador'ft and haft in reverence, 
To fave my boy, nourifti and bring him up j. 
Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my God I fwear to thee, I wilL 

fpare the Child. But, I much rather fufpeft, then is an oM 
Error in prefixing Che Names of the Peribns; and that Lariat 
evftht to e«U for the Ladder, and the* Jkrm very frepcriy ia- 
Weats of I«rw to feve the Child, 
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Aar. Firft, know thou, I begot him on the Emprefs. 

Luc. O mod in&tiate, luxurious, woman ! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, 
To That which thou fhalt hear of me anon. 
Twas her two fons, that murder' d Baffianus ; 
They cut thy fitter's tongue, and ravifh'd her, 
And cut her hands, and trim'd her as thou faw'ft. 

Luc. Oh, deteftable villain! calWk thou That trimm- 
ing? 

Jar. Why, (he was waihed, and cut, and trim'd * . 
And 'twas trim fport for them that had the doing of *e» 

Luc. Oh, barb'rous beaftly villains like thy felf 1 

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to infiruft them i 
That codding fpirit had they from their mother, 
As Aire a card as ever won the £et; 
That bloody mind, I thank, they leam'd of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head; ~— 
Well, let my deeds be witnefs of my worth, 
I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
Where the dead corps of Baffianus lay : 
I wrote the letter that thy father found, 
And hid the gold within the letter mentioned ? 
Confederate with the Queen, and her two fons. 
And what nor done, that thou haft caufe to rue, 
Wherein I had no ftroke of mifchief in't! 
J plaid (he cheater for thy father's hand, 
And when I had it, drew my felf apart, 
And almoft broke my heart with extream laughter* 
I ply *d me through the crevice of a wall* 
When for his hand he bad his two fons' heads * 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd fo heartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
And when I told the Bmprefs of this fport,. 
She fwooned almoft at my pleafing Tale, 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kifles- 

Gotb. What I can'ft thou fay all this, and never Uu&l 

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the Saying is. 

Luc. Art thou not forry for thcfe heinous deeds ? 

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thoufand more. 
Ev'n now I curfe the day (and yet, I think, 

¥«* 
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Few come wfthm the cotnpaft bf my cctrfe) 
Wherein I did ttot feme notorious In, 
As kill a ftmn, or elfe dtirife his death ; 
Ravifh a maid, Or plot the way to do it ; 
Accufe foftte inrtoceirt, and fbrfwear my fetf; 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make p00r Mfen's tattle break their necks ; 
■ftt fire OH barns and hay-ftacks in the flight, 
And bid the owners, quench them with their tears : 
Oft have 1 &gg*d lipdead fhen from their graves, 
And fet thetrt upright at their dear friends* doors, 
Ev'n whfeh their forrow almofl: Was forgot ; 
And on their skins, as on the bnf k bf trees, 
Have Wtefc my knife earvtd in Rman letters, 
•* Let not your forrdw die, though I am dead.. 
Tut, I have done a thouiand drfeadfnl things, 
As willingly as one would kill a* fly : 
And nothirig«grfeve$ me heartily indeed, 
But that I caniWfrdo teh thOufattd fnote. 

Luc. Bring down the- devil, tor he rnaft ttOt die- 
So fweet a death, as hanging prefently, 

Aar. Ifthefc be devils, 'would I were a devil,. 
To live and btrrn in erer-lafting fire, -. 
So I might have yOar company in hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 

Luc. Sirs, flop his mouth, and let him Qteak no more* 

« Enter iBiaiiius. 

Goth. My lord, there k a rftfcflengef frOM Atofe 
Defires to be admitted to your prefence. 

Luc. Let him come near. — 
Welcome, JEmllius<, what's the news fro* Rome $ 

jEmil. Lord Lucius, and you Prfcices of the Goths, 
The Rtman Emperor greets yoa all by me * • " 
And, .for he underftands you are in arms, 
ilfe crated a parley' at you* father's hotffe, 
Willing you to .demand your heftagfc*, 
And fliey (hall be immediately delivered. 

Goth. What fays oar General ? 

Luc. J£miHu3> let the Emperor give ifh pletigfs 

Unto 



Titu* AftBiONictrs* Hg5 

Unto my father and my Wlfcte tfartus, 

And we will COOK : march away. {Exeunt.. 

SGE M £ <rto£>j & Titus** PtfAw in fcome, 

£»#rTamora, Chiton ato/ Demetriu*, iifguitd. 

Tarn. np»H US, ifl thefe ftfaage fcttd fiul hftbiltaehte, 

& I will encounter with Jtkjrvtilats : 
And %» I am ReVeiige feat from Iwfcw, 
To join with him, and right hte heitfu* Wrdtafcs* 
Knock at the Stady, whm, they fay, hekte*p» r 
To ruminate toaitgs plots of dire ret^ige ; 
Tell him, Revenge 4s ettee t» jfcfc With hhh, 
And work ccmftfiofc Oft hi* eftehlic** 

[ttgrAnbl, ami Titns affects atonft.. 

Tit. Who doth ffioleft May eonmaiflfctton > 
Is it your trick to make ffie op* the door, 
That fo my fad decree* #*ay fly away* 
And all my fcudy bt to M«> *«fc*l ? 
You are decefr'd ; for wliat I irifcan to do> 
See, here m Woody tfoes I have &t down ; 
And what is writteri, &*H be executed. 

7a». ?»»/, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No, not a w«rd : how can I grace ray Talk, 
Wanting a hand to givfc k that aeeMl ? 
Thou haft the odds Gf xh%/ tfceHefbre nO morfc. " . • 

Tarn. If. th$ti d&Tft kfttfW me, tie* wfcoldft talk WiOt 
iftWi • • 

Tit. Ia«inotfta4j I kllOW thee well enough ; 
Witnoft this wretehtA ffarfip, thefe crimfon litres, 
Witneft thefe tf«**hfes, made by grief and care, 
Wkhefc the tiring day and heavy night ; 
-Witnefs all IbrfOW, 4m I kfo&w thee Well 
For our proud EmpM&t mighty fhfoern :■ 
Is not thy Coftiing fbt my other Kirid ? 

Tarn. KndWthoa, ffcdman, I 2*ktobX.T&nti+)A% 
She is thy enemy, arid I thy /riend ; 
I am Revenue, feftt frdm th' infernal Kingdom, 
To eafe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind, 
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I pray thee, do dn thcrii fonie violent death ; 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn. Well haft thou leffon'd us, this (hall we do. 
But would it pleafe thee, good Andromcus, 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice- valiant fon, 
Who leads tow'rds Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe. 
When he is here, even at thy folemh feaft, 
I will bring in the Etnprefs and her fans, 
The Emperor hirafelf, and all thy foes $ 
And at thy aiercy mall they ftocp and-kneel, 
And on them (halt thou eafe thy angry heart : 
What fays Andronicus to this device ? 

Tk. Marfith shy brother ! — 'tis fad tttus calls- : 

Entir Marcus. 

Go, gentle Martmt, tattiy nephew L*dm; 
Thou (halt enquire him out fim^fg the Gifhs: 
Bid him repair to me : a*4 brifrg with Mm 
Some of the chiefoft PHflces of the Gotks ; 
Bid him encamp his Soldiers wfce*e tkey arfc; 
Tell him, the Emperor and th* fiftiprtft t<W 
Feaft at my houfe, and tie foil feift wkh ttittfc ; 
This do thAu for any low, and % M 1Mb, 
As «e regards bis aged &th*r*» Kfe. 

Mar. This will I do; and foon return again. l£xrt* 

Tarn. Now will I hence abotrt my bufinefs, 
And take my miniiters steng witfc nve. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay with nte * 
6r elfc 1*11 call my brother back again* 
And cleave to no revenge tot Lucius. 

Tarn. What fay you, bojfc, will yo« afcide* with Win, 
Whiles Igo tell my lord, the Emperor, 
How I have gpvern'd our determin'd feft ? 
Yield to his humour, ftnodth and fpeak him fidr, 
And tarry with him 'till I com* again. 

Tit. I know them all, tho' they fappefe fat mad ; 
And will o'er-reach them in their 6wri devke* : 
A pair of corfed hell-hounds and their dam. [A/tie. 

Dem. Madam, depart at pleafore, leave as here. 

Tarn. 
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Tam. Farewe!, Afirtrtkit** ; Revenge now goes 
To lay a conrplot to btMy thy f&ts. [Exit Tamora. 
Tit. I know* thcw doit ; and, fweet Revenge, farewel, 
C&. Tell us, old matt, how (hall We be employed * 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. 
PubUus, come hither, Cains, and Valentine! 

Enter Publias and Servants. 

Pub. What is your will ? 

Tit. Knowye thefetwo? 

Pub. The Empress* fons, 
I take them* Chirm, and Demetrius; 

Tit. Fie, Puh/ius, fie ! thou art too much deceived, 
The one is Murder, Rape is th* other's nftmet 
And therefore bind them, gentle Pvb/ms \ 
Cuius and VakmHm t lay hands on them j 
Oft have you heard me wife for fuch an houf, 
And bow I find it, therefore bind them fare. 

[Exit Tltut; 

Cbi. Villains, forbear* we are the Emprefs' fen*. 

Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded* 
Stop clofe their mouths j Jet them not fpeak a wo*d. 
Is he aire toond f took, that ye feted *h*m fail. 

Enter Titus Andronkus with a Knife, and Lavinia 
with -a Bqfon. 

fit. Come, come, Lavinia ; look, thy fees are boend ; 
Sirs, flop their mouths, let them not (peak to me* 
But let them heaf what fearful words I utter. 
Oh, villains, Chiron arid Demetrius I 
Here Hands the fprfog whom you have ftain'd with mud. 
This goodly fummef with your winter mixt : 
You kitrd her hatband* and for that vile fault 
Two of her brothers were condemned to death ; 
My hand cut off, and made a tnerry jeft ; . 
Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and That Mote dear 
Than hands wr tongue, her fpotleft ChaHity, 
Inhuman traitors, you conftrara'd and fbrc'd. 
What would ye fay, if I mould let yon ff>eak ? 
Villains ! — for Ihame* you could not btg for grate. <■ 

Hark, 
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Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats, 
Whilft that Lavinid 'twixt her (lumps doth hold 
Thebafon, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feaft with me, 
And calls her felf Revenge, and thinks me mad — 
Hark, villains, I will grind your bones to dufr, 
And with your blood and it I'll make a pafle ; 
And of the pafte a coffin will I rear, 
And make two pafties of your fharaeful heads ; 
And bid that {trumpet, your unhallow'd dam, 
Like to the earth, (wallow her own increafe. 
This is the feaft that I have bid her to, . 
And this the banquet flie fhall fnrfeit on ; 
For worle than Philomel you us'd my daughter, 
And worfe than Procne I will be revenged. 
And now prepare your throats : Lavinia, come, 
Receive the blood ; and, when that they are dead, 
iet me go grind their bones to powder finall, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it; . 

And in that pafte let their vile heads be bak'd* 
Corne, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet, which I wifh might prove 
More ftern and bloody than the Centaur/ feaft. 

[He cuts tbeir tbrodu 
So, now bring them in, for Til play die cook, 
And fee them ready 'gainft the mother comes. [Exeunt. 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Gotht with Aaron 
Pr if oner* 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, fince it is my father's mind 

That I repair to Rome* I am content* 

Gotb. And ours with thine, befall what fortune will* 
Luc Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 

This ravenous tiger, this accurfed devil ; 

Let him receive no fuftenance, fetter him, 

'Till he be brought unto the Emp'ror't face. 

For teftimony of thefe foul proceedings ; 

And fee, the arabufti of our friends be ftrong & 

I fear, the Emperor means no good to us. 

A*v t 
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Aar. Some devil whifper curfes in my ear, ' 
And prompt roe, that ray tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice or my iwelling heart f 

Luc. Away, inhuman dog, unhallow'd flare. 

[Exeunt Goths <witb Aaron. 
Sirs, help our ancle to convey him in. [FUuriJb* 

The trumpets {hew, the Emperor is at hand. \ 

Sound trumpets. Enter Emperor and Emprefs, <witb 
Tribunes and others* 

Sat. What, hath the firmament more funs than one t 

Luc. What boots it thee to call thy fclf a Sun ? 

Mar. Rome's Emperor, and Nephew, break the 
parley; 
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated : "* 

The feaft is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordajnM to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love* for league, and good to Rome: 
Pleaie you therefore draw nigh and take yoifr places. 

Sat. Marcus, we will. [Hautboys; 

A Table brought in. Enter Titus like a Cook, placing 
the meat on; the Table, and Lavinia with a veil over 
her face. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord ; welcome, dread 
v *- Queen, 
Welcome, ye* warlike Goths, welcome, Lucius, 
And welcome, all ; although the cheer be poor, 
Twill fill your ftomachs, pleafe you eat of it. 
Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus f 
Tit. Becaufe I would be fure to have all well, 
To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprefs. 
Tarn. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus, 
Tit. And if your Highnefs knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the Emperor, refolve me this ; 
Was it well done of raih Virginius, 
To flay his daughter with his own right hand, 
Becaufe me was enfore'd, ftain'd, ana deflour'd ? „ 
Sat. It was, Andronicus. _ 

~ Ttt. 
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Tit. Your reafon, eighty lord ? 
Sat. Recaufe the girl (houtd not furvive her ftamj, 
And by her pretence ftill renew hit forrows. 

Tit. At rcafon mighty, ftrong, and effectual, 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 
For me, moil wretched, to perform the like : 
Die, die, Lawinia, and thy fhame with thee, 
And with thy fhame thy father's forrow die ! 

[He kills kr. 
Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
. Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me 

blind. 
I am as woful as Virginius was, 
And have a thoufand times more caufe than he 
To, do this outrage. And it is now done. 

Sat. What, was fhe raviih'd ? tell, who did the 

deed? 
Tit. WilFt pleafc you eat, wfll't pleafe your Highnefi 

feed? 
Tarn. Why haft th6u flain thine only daughter thus ? 
Tit. Not I, 'twas Cbiron and Demetrius. 
They raviih'd her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us prefently. 
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye, 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed ; 
Eating the fleih, that fhe her felf hath bred. 
'Tis true, 'tit true ; witnefe, my knife's (harp point. 

[He ftabe the Mmfrefi. 
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accurfed deed. 

[He ftabs Titus. 
Luc. Can the ion's eye behold his father bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[ Lucius y?^/ the Emperor. 
Mar. Yqu fad-fae'd men, people and font of Rome, 
By uprore fever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scattered by winds and high tempeftuous gufts, 
Oh, let me teach you how to knit again 
This fcattei'd corn into one mutual (heaf 9 
Thefe broken limbs again into one body. 

Goth. 
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Geth. Let Rome her felf be Bane unto her felf ; 
And fhe whom mighty Kingdoms curtfie to, 
Like a forlorn and defperate caft-away, 
Do ihameful execution on her (elf. 

Mar. But if my frofty figns and chaps of age, 
Grave witneJFes of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, 
Speak, Rome's dear friend ; as erft our Anceftor, 

\To Lucius^ 
When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfe 
To love-fick Dido's fad attending ear, 
The ftory of that baleful burning Night, 
When fubtile Greeks furpriz'd King Priam's Troy : 
Tell us, what Simn hath bewitch'd our ears, 
Or who hath. brought the fatal engine in, 
That gives our Trey, our Rome, the civil wound. 
My heart is not compact of Hint, nor fteel ; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 
But Hoodstof tears will drown my oratory > 
And. break my very utt'rance ; even in the time 
When it fhouJd move you to attend me moft, 
Lending your kind commiferation.. 
Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale, 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak. 
Luc. Then, noble Auditory, be it known to you. 
That curfed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they, that murdered our Emperor's brother 5 
And they it were, that ravifhed our fifter : 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 
Our father's tears defpis'd, and bafely cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out, 
And fent her enemies into the grave. 
I,aftly, my felf unkindly banimed, 
The gates, lhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rme's enemas; 
Who drown'd thsir enmity in njy true tears, 
And op'd their arms t' embrace me as a friend : 
And I am turn'd forth, be it kaowa to you, 
Tfca* have preferVd bar welfare in my blood, 
And from her Worn took the enemy's point, 

• - Sheathing 
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Sheathing the fteel in my adventurous body. 
Alas ! — you know, I am no vaunter, 1 1 
My Tears can witnefs, dumb although they are, 
That my report is juft, and full of truth. 
But, Toft, methinks, I do digrefs too much, 
Citing my worthlefs praife : oh, pardon me, 
For when no friends are by, men praife themfelves. 

Mar. Now is my tongue to fpeak : behold this child, 
Of this was T amor a delivered ; 
The iilue of an irreligious Afar, 
Chief architect and plotter of thefe woes j 
The villain is alive m Titus" houfe, (17) 
Damn'd as he is, to witnefs this is true. 
Now judge, what caufe had Titus to revenge 
Thefe wrongs, unfpcakable, paft patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what fay yon, Romans t 
Have we done aught amifs ? fhew us wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronicus, » 
Well hand in hand all head-long cad us down, 
And on the ragged Hones beat out our brains, 
And make a mutual Clofure of our Houfe : 
Speak, Romans, fpeak; and, if you fay, we (hall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

j£m. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rmt 9 
And bring our Emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our Emperor : for, well I know, 
The common voice do cry, it (hall be fo. 

(17) The villain it alive in Titus* houfe, 

And at boat, tov/itneft this it true.} The Villain aUve, *U 
as he it, furely, can never be right. The Manufcript muft hi" 
been obfeure and blindly writ, fo that the firft Editors could not 
make out the Word, which I have ventur'd to reftore. The 
Epithet, I have replacM, admirably forts with the Moero Cha- 
racter : and Lmeiut ufes it again, fpeakingef him at the Condu- 
fion of the Play. 

See juft Ue done on Aaron that damned Moor* 
fiefides, 4hmV at kt it ■■ U a Mode of, Expreffion ftnuliar 
with our Author, 

Mr. 
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Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal Emperor! 
Go, go, into old frW forrowful houfe, 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'-d fome direful 11 aughtering death? 
As puniihment for his moft wicked life. 
"Lucius, all hail, Rome* gracious goverribur f 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans : may I govern ftp, 
To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe I 
But, gentle people, give me aim a while, 
For nature pats me to a heavy task : 
Stand all aloof ; but, Uncle, draw you near, 
To fhed obfequious tears upon this Trunk : 
Oh, take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefe forrowful drops upon thy blood- ftain'd face; 
The laft true duties of thy noble Son. 

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving krfs forkifs, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips: 
O, were thefum of thefe that I fhould pay 
Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them f 

Luc. Come Jiither, boy ; come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in fhowers ; thy grandiire lov'd thee well j 
Many a time he daric'd thee on his knee ; 
Sung thee aileep, his loving breaft thy pillow: 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meet and agreeing with thy infancy; 
In that refpeft then, like a loving child, 
Shed yet feme fmall drops from thy tender fpring, 
Becaufe kind nature doth require it fo ; 
Friends mould afTodate friends, in grief and woe : 
Bid him farewel, commit him to the grave'; 
Do him that kind ne(s, arid take leave of him. 

Boy. O grandiire, grandfire ! ev'n with all my hearfe 
1 Would I were dead, fo you did live again — — 
O lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping — 
My tears will choak me, if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Romans with Aaron. 

Rom. You fad Anaromci, have done with woes : 
Give fen te nee on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of thefe dire events. 

Vox., VI. M Luc. 



266 T*TtfS AtH>EO*MCtfS. 

Luc* Set him break deep in earth, and famish him : 
There let him (land, and rave and cry for food: 
If any one relieves or pities him^ 
For the offence he dies : this. is. our doom. 
Some flay to fee hint fa&ned in the earth. 

Jar. O, why ihould wrath be mote, and fury dumb I— 
I am no baby, I, that with bafe prayers 
1 mould repent the evil I have done : 
Ten thoufand worfe,. than ever yet I did,. 
Would I perform, if I might have my will : 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it. from mjr very foul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emp'ror hence* 
And give him burial in his. fathers grave. 
My father and Lawima (halL forthwith 
Be clofed in our HoulhokTs Monument ; 
As for that heinous tygrefs Tamora, 
No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournful bell fliall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beaAs and birds of prey : 
Her life was beaft-like* and 'devoid of pity ; 
And, being, fo, (hall have tike want ot pity. 
See juftice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor* 
From whom our heavy hags had their beginning; 
Then, afterwards, well order well the State ; 
That like event* may Jie'cr it, ruinate, [Extm otmu 
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DUNCAN, King of Scotland. 

Bant-t' } *-***•*#+* 
Lenox, 

Macduff, 

M°nteth )^*^««»^ Scotland ' 

Angus, 

Catnriefs, 

Fleatfce, Son to Banquo. < 

Siward, General of the Englilh Forces., 

Young Siward, his Son. 

Seyton, an Officer attending on Macbeth. 

Son to Macduff. ' 

DocJor. 

Laay Macbeth. 

Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewomen, attending on Lady Macbeth. 

Hecate, and three other Witches. • 

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers and Attendants. 

The Ghofi 2/*Banquo, and federal other Apparitions. 

S C E N E, in the End of tht fourth A£f, lyi$ in 
England; through the rejt of the Play ', in Scotland; 
and, chiefly, at Macbeth'* Caftb% 
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SCENE, an open Place. 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witched 




I Wi t c H. 

HEN fhall we three meet again ? ■ 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 
Z Witch. When the hurly-burly> 
done. 
When the Battle's loft and won. 
y Witch. That will be ere Set of Sun, 
i Witch. Where the place } 
z Witch. Upon the heath, 
3 Witch. There I go to meet Macbeth. 
i Witch. I come, Fcome, Grimalkin. ■ « 
2 Witch. Padocke calls — anon f 
^f//. Fair, is foul, and foul is fair, 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 

[They rifefr$m tbifiage* and fix away, . 
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SC E*FE dmnga *>th*P<tla<e at Tens. 
Uttr King, ftfalctto, Doii*U*ift> Lew*, w //£ 

Jfe«r. XT 7HAT bloody fomi is tl»t? !>e can-sew*, 

The ncweft ftate. 

\yVo like a good a^d hardjt^Wier^ught 
'Gainft mj captivity. Hail, hail, brave friend ? 
Say to the King the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didft leave it. 

Cap. Doubtful long it flood : 
As two fpent fwimi»ers that do cjing together, 
And choak their Art : the mercilefs Macdoucl 
(Worthy to be a Rebel ; for to That 
The multiplying viUafHes^pf nature 
Dp fwarm upon him) from the werfern fflei 
Of Kernes and Gatirw-glajfes was fupply'd ; 

And. fortune, m M*4uQ&edjQAinp foiling, 
Shew'd like a rebel's whore. But all too weak : 
For brave Macbeth (well he deferves that name) 
Difdaining fortune, wkh iii* brandifct fteel 
Which fmoak'd with bloody e^eQUjdon^ 
Like VdlourVMmion carved out his pa/Tag*, 
•Till he h*d fae'd the flave ; 
Who ne'er 4h6ok hands nor bid farewel toi&tt, 
'Till he unfeam'd him from die nave to.th' tfcojftj 
And iix'd his head upon our battlements. 
King. Ob, variant Coufin! worthy Gendcattn f 
Cap. As whence the fun 'gins his reflection, 
Shipwrecking florins and direful "thunders break $ 
So from that Spring, whence Comfort feem'-d toeome, ( i \ 
* Dif- 

(i) So from that Springy +>Benn Curfnt fieik'd M cttte, 
Difeomfort fwelfd.] I We net <WturbM the Twtf Iters, 

at the SfinJe*ees^»tafcluf*!y Mtyiiiie it | tho* Dr. Tbirlhj 

prcfcrjbgs a very ingenious and eafy Correction. 

S* 
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Difcomfort fwell'd. Mark, King ,of Scotland, mark i 
No fooner Juliice had, with valour arm'd, 
Compeirdthcfe skipping Kernes to truH their Ijeels j 
But the Nomvcyan lord, Turveying vantage, 
With furbiflit arms and new {applies of men ' 
Began a frefh afTauk. 

King. Difmay'd not this ' 

Our Captains, Macbeth and Raxjuo ? 

Cap: Yes, 
As fparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the Hon, 
Jf I fay (both, I muft. report, .they were 
As cannons overcharged ; with double tracks, (2) 
So they redoubled flroaks upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in .reeking wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 
I cannot tell . ■ ■ 
But I am faint, my games cry for help. ■ ■ , ■■' 

j&tg* So well -thy .words bcgpme thee, as thy wounds ; 
They (mack of honour both. Go, get him furgcons. 

Enter Rofle and Angus. 
$ut who comes. here ? 

MaL The worthy "Than of Rvfc. 

hen. What haile looks through his eyes? 
So ihould he look, that fcems xp fpf ak things ttrange. 

F*fc. Co4 fave the King * 

Kktg. Whence ream -A' thoM, worthy 52<w f 

Jbjg. Fromi^r, great King, 
Wke*e the Nomvyan fiaimer&Jo^t Ac sky, 
And faa our people <iold. 

Ntrwcy, 
S*Jr§m*tbat Spring, vtbtnettkmfw* fiem'-d toJtftr, 
'Difcomfort* welltd. 
S. e. ftream'd, flowed forth: a Word ttat peculiarly agree* with 
the Metaphor of a Spring. The Original rt A»gU-Ssx*n 
peallian, featuring which very -well exprtBet theDfffifioa a*4 
Scattering pf Water from its tlead. 

(*) ■ J »«^ report J bey were 

At Ctnnons overcharge toitb jojtble cracks/] Catmone ertr- 

tharg'd with Cracks I have no Idea of: My Pointing, I think, 

gives the eafy and natural Scnfe. Macbetb and Awftifrwere- like 

M + Cannons 
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Norway, himfe If with numbers terrible, (3) 

A&fted by that mod difloyal traitor 

The Thane of CoWar, *gan a difmal conflict ; 

•Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proofj (4) 

Confronted him with felf-comparifons, 

Point againft point rebellious, arm 'gainft arm, 

Curbing his lavifh fpirit. To conclude,, 

The victory fell oa us. 

King. Great happinefsf 

Roffe. Now 5<u?m, Norway! 'a King, craves compo* 
fition : 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he disburfed, at Saint Colmes-kill-ibe, 
Ten thousand dollars, to our gen'ral ufe. 

King. No more that Thane of Ca<vcdtr (hall deceive 
Our bofora in t 1 reft. Go, pronounce his death 1 
And with his former Title greet Macbeth* 

Roffe. I'll fee it done. 

King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth hath won. 

[Exeunt* 

Cannens overcharged \ why? becaufe they redoubted Strokes oi 
the Foe with twice the Fury, and Impetuotity, at before. 

(3) Norway himftlf, witb Numbers terrible, 

Jtjfifted by thai, &c] Norway himfolf aulfted, fifr , fa • RtaoN 
ing wt owe to the Editors, not to the Poet, That Energy and 
Contraft of fcxpreffion are loft, which my Pointing reftotes* 
The Senfe is, Norway, who was in himfelf terrible by hit owa 
Number*, when afllfted by Cawdor, became yet more tesribk* 

(4) Till that Bellona*i Bridegroom, loft in Proof, 
Confronted bim witb felf-Comparifoni, 

. Point againft point, rebellious arm 'gainft arm, 
Curbing bis lavijh Spirit.] Here again We .are to quarrel 
aVith the Tranfpofition of an innocent Comma j which however 
becomes dangerous to Senfe, when in the Hands either of a care- 
tefs or ignorant Editor. .Let us fee who is it, that brings this 
rebellious Arm ? Why, it is Bel/ona't Bridegroom ; and who is 
He, but Macbeth , We can never believe > our Author meant any 
thing like This. -My Regulation of the Pointing reftores the true 
Meaning j that the loyal Macbeth confronted the difloyal Cawdor, 
arm to arm* 

SCEN D 
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SCENE changes t§ the Heath. 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 
1 Witch. IT/HERE haft thou been, fitter? 
VV z Witch. Killing fwine. 

3 Which. Sifter, where thou? 

1 Witch. A failor's wife had chefnuts in her lap, 
And mouncht, andmouncht, andmouncht. Give me, 

quoth I. 
Aroint thee, whcht — the rump-fed ronyon cries. 
Her husband's to Aleppo gone, matter 6'th' Tygtr : 
But in a fieve 111 thither fail, 
And like a rat without a tail, 
IU do-Ill dor— and I'll da. 

z Witch. Ttt give thee a wind. 

1 Witch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch. And I another. ' , 

1 Witch. I my felf have all the other, ; 
And the very points they blow ; 

All the quarters that they know,: * 

l'th ? fhip-man's card. . 

I will drain him dry as hay ; '• 

Sleep fhall neither night nor day 

Hang upon his pent-noufe lid ; 

He ihall live a man forbid ; 

Weary fev'n-nights, nine times nine. 

Shall he dwindle, peak and pine : 

Though his bark cannot be toft, 

Yet it (hall be tempeft-toflr.' 

Look, what I have. % 

2 Witch. Shew me, lhew me. * 
1* Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb, 

Wreckt as homeward he, did come. {Drum within* 

'3 Witch. A drum, a drum ! 
Macbeth doth come f 
' 40, The Weird fitter*, hand in hand, (5) 

Potter* 

1 (5) The weyward Sifters, band i» band,] ,Thc Witcbti are here^ 

fpeakinjr of themfelves, and it is worth 1 an Enquiry why they" 

M 5 ftSould 
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Pollers of the fea and land, 

Thus do go about, about, 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to jnine, 

And thrice again to make up nine ! 

Peace I • "'■' i Ae€hatm , s wound trp. 

£«//r Macbeth WBanqm, <wkh $oMa*s *ni *&tr 

Mac. So foul and fair a day I have not feen. 

Ban. How far is't callM to Farts t — What ace tkefe, 
So withered, and ib wild in their attire, 
That look not like th* inhabitants ofth' earth, 
And yet are on't ? Live you, or are you aught 
That man may queftion ? You jfeem to uiuferftond ae, 
By each at once her choppy finger lavin % 
Upon her skinny lips; — — You ftouldtke women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to .intcrpnct, 
That you are fo. 

Macb. Speak; if you cap ; what are you ? 

\ Witch. All-hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Thorn of 
Glamis ! 

2 Witch. All-hail, Maxbetb: hail to thee, Than* of 

Cawdor ! 

3 Witch. All-hail, Macbeth! that fcalt be JOfg here- 

after. 
Ban. Good Sir, whyio^ybuftart, and feem te'fcar 
Things that do found fo fair ? Tth' aameoT truth, 
Are ye fantaftical, or That indeed $ To the Witchtu 

Which outwardly ye fhefo * aiy waMe Partner 

Aiould ftite themfelves the wtywaxd, *r wjraunr'fiftert, this 
Word in its geneva) Acceptation fignifics, perverfe, frtmard, 
moody f •bJKnatt, tmtraBablc, &c. ^f is every wlieie fo ufedty 
eor SZxrir/jS'tfr*. It is improbable, the Wtikbtt Would *doj>t this 
JEpithet to themfelves, in any of theft Sehies ; *ntr therefore we 
are to look a pttk farther for the Poet's Word arJd Meaning. 
ffitrd, in thetf»f#* Iangmge, signifies « HP7^*, M Wimnl z 
aW* therefore, in every PaiFage, where there is any Relation to 
thefo Witches or Wizards, my Emendation muft be embraced, 
ami •mnsft reaiWiW, w WW. 

Yo» 
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Yon greet with preftat^sace, and gtc*tptQ&£te* 

Of noble Having, and of roy«alrHope, 

That he feems rapt withal ; jjo mc JrWfpcakiiot. 

If you can look into the Seeds -of t«sjc, 

And fey, (which Grainnviil £*©w «id *tfhi<ji J*ill.n0t s 

Speak .than to me, wb&nemsr dtag, HWfetf, 

Your favours, nor yqur hate, 

i Witch. Hail f 

2 JTiftv*. «ail I 
, 3 #7/<r£. Hail ! 

i Witch. LeffeTfthanit&r^^.aftdjgrAater- 

2 #frr£. Nat foMppy, >y«t -iPHch happier. 

3 /07fr£. TJiou.&ak get Kjinjs, J^gh 1 'thQu l be.nott r e: 
So, all hail, Macbeth ^od.Bate^do / 

I Witch. Banq** and Matheth, all-hail !. , 

Macb. Stay, you imperfeft Speakers, |qU,mejnore; 
By &Ws death, 1 know, Xm 7jbane.af,GJaauJ4 
But how, of Cawdor? the Thane *£ Cawdor lives, 
A profpVowsjjentleman; and* to beA7*g-, 
Stands not within the profpeft of Relief, 
No more than- to be Cawdor. Say, from -whence 
Youowethisftrai^eintdlligeiwre? or why 
Upon this Mailed heath you flop oar way, 
With fuch prophetick Greeting ? — foeak, I charge 
you. [Witches <vatti/h* 

Man. The earth hath babbles, as the water has ; 
And thefe are of them : whither are they vanifh'd ? 

Macb. Into the air: and what feem'd corporal 

Melted, as breath, into the wind. ' ■ 

'Would they had ftaid ! 

Ban. Wcrofach things here, as wt 4a fpeak about ? (6) 

Or 

(6) Werejueh Things here, as roe do freak about t 
Or bave we eaten of the infant Root, 
Tba i takes the Reafen pri finer f] 
Utiler Beetbius, vtho gives us an Account of Start's Army 
being intoxicated by a Preparation put upon them by their 
fubtle Enemy, informs us j that there is a Plant, whicbgrows 
in great Quantity in Seotland, catt'd Sotmtrum jtooentxaJe 5 -that to 
Berries are purple, or rather black, when full ripe; and have a 

Quality 
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Or have we eaten of the infane root, 
That takes the Reafoa prifoner ? 

Macb. Your children mall be Kings. 

Ban. Yon ftiall be King. 

Macb, And Thane of Cawdor too ; went k not fo? 

Bmh. Toth'felf fame tune, and words; who's here? 

Enter Rofle and Angus. 

Rofu The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth 
The news of thy fuccefs j and when he reads 
Thy perforial venture in the reDefe' fight, 
His wonders and his praifes do contend, 
Which mould be: thine, or his. Silenced with That> 
In viewing o'er the reft oW felf-fame day, 
He finds 3iee in the ftout Nomvejan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thy felf didft make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail,. 
Came Poft on Poft ; and every one did bear 
Thy praifes in his Kingdom's great defence : 
And pour'd them down- before him. 

Ang. We arefehv 
To give thee, from our- rdyal Matter,, thanks * 
Only to herald thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

Roffe. And for an earned of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdtri 
In which Addition, hail, moft worthy Thane! 
For it h thine. : • 

Ban. Whar, tan The Devil fpeak true- f 
,J\dacb. Th>e T(>ane of Cawdor, lives; 
Why do you drefs me rh-hb feorrow'd robes-? 

Ting. Who was the Thane -, lives yet ; 
But under heavy judgment bears that life,. 
Which he deferves to lofe* Whether he was 

paltry of laying to Sleep ; or of driving inf Madnefi, if a mere 
than ordinary Quantity of. them be taken. This. Paffage o£ 
Mcetbius, I dare fay, our Poet had an Eye to: and, I think, it 
fairly accounts for his Mention of the infant Root*. 

Combined 
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Combin'd with Norway, or did line the Rebel 
With hidden help and vantage; or that with both 
He labous'd in his country's wreck, I know not f 
But treafons capital, confefs'd,. and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb. Glands and Thane of Cawdor t [dfidi. 

The greateft is behind. Thanks for your pains. 

[To Angua. 
Do you not hope, your children fhall be Kings ? 

, (Jto Banquo,. 
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to mt k 
Promis'd no- left to them ? 

Ban. That, trufted home, 
Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown> 
Beudes the Thane of Cawdor. But tis itrange ► 
And oftentimes, to win us to* our harm, 
The inftruments of Darknefs tell us truths * 
Win us with honeft. trifles, to betray ua 
In deepeft conference* 
Coufins, a word,- f pray you. • [To Rofle and Angusl 

Macb. Two truths are told, . \Jfide+ 

As happy prologues to the fwelling aft ' " ~ 

Of the imperial theme, - 1 thank you, gentlemen,-— '— 
This fapernatural Solliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. — — If ill, 
Why hath it giv'n me earned- of fuccefs, 
Commencing in a truth I I'm Thane of Cawdor* 
If good ; why do I yield to that fuggeftion, 
Whofe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
Aftd make my feated heart knock at my ribs. 
Againit the uie of nature ? prefeat feats (?), 

Are 

(7) ' 1 • ■ , 1 'fmeftnt Fear* 

Are lejs than horrible Imaginings.] Maebetb, while He irprojec- 
ting the Murder, which he afterwards puts in Execution, it 
thrown into the moft agonizing. Affright at the Profpe& of its 
Which Coon recovering from, thus he rcafons on the Nature of 
his Diforder. But Imaginings are fo far from being more or lefr 
than prefent Fears, that they are the fame Things under different 
"Worda, SbakffPeare certainly wrote j. 

• •— trtjkut 
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Arc lefs.than Jionible imaginings. 

My thought, whofe,murther yet is but fantafticaf, 

Shakes fo my Apellate of man, that Function 

Is fmother'd inTurmife ; and nothing is, 

But what is not. 

Ban. Look, how ourTartner's rapt ! 

Macb. If Chance will have me King, why, Chance 
•may crown me, [Afide. 

Without ray.ftir. 

'Ban, "New Honours, come.upon him, 
Like ourllrange garments cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of ufe. 

Mack Come what ^ome may, 
Time and the hour runs ihroVthe rougheft day. 

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we (lay upon your leffure. 

Macb. Give me your favour : my dull -brain was 
wrought 
With things forgot. * -Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiftred where every day I turn 
The leaf to read them— Let us tow'rd th* King ; 
Think, upon whatjiath chanced ; and at more tine, 

(The Inttrim having weighed it,) %t nrfpeak 
Our free hearts rCiacJi to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Macb. 'Till then, enough : .come, friends. £Exmt. 

S C J£ N f; changes to the Palace. 
Fkurijb. Enter JSng, Makobn, Dooalbguo^ LttkOJ, 

King. TS execution done on Cawdor yet ? 

J^ Or not thofe m cenumffion yet ietmnM ? 



»■ ■ ■■■«■ — —prefent Teats 
.Are kftrtban horrible Imaginings. 
i. c. W,ben I come to execute this Murder, I fluff! *fi«d it much 
left .ckeactful than my. frighted. Imagination now pretests it to 
me. A confidtratien drawn from the Nature of the Imapmsth*. 

MTiWarimwtmu 
Ma/. 
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They are nof j** c*»e hade. £ut -I ha^efofee 
With one that fawhim.^iej who <d*d. report, 
That very hvsbfo te<XH&&'d im twafoas ; 
ImDlor'd ycwrHjgbn«fc\{pard«a f j&d fofc/th 
A deep repentance.* .jwbing in &s life 
Became him .like *be k*w$g A. He dy'4, 
As one v that had heen (Udifld in his .dea*h. 
To throw away the deareft thing ,he «tw?d, 
As 'twere -a -cafielaft trifle. 

i2«g\ There's no art, 
To find the wnd's^nfe&jon in tfee Jfoe : 
He was ajgendewn* oa whom I .built 
An abfolute truft. 

£»/*/• Macbeth, Banqoo, &*&, emd Angus, 

worthieft Coufin f 

The ian of «*y ingratitude e'en now 

Was heavy on a»e. Thou'rt ;fo far hefoi*, 

That fwifteft mng of tfesatnpeace as flow, 

To overtake : ihee. *W«uld, *hou!dft fcfs defew^ 

That the jfo portion 4x>th of thftftks and payment 

Might h&tteiaan a me ! ,aa]y tfV*4©fc to fey, 

More is thy due, tbaatiftfure tha* dil «w>;p*y . 

Maeb. Theiert5ioe>«»d'ahel<>yalty.I»4>w«, 
In doing it, ;|«y 6 it felf. Y*\ur <&i$bm&' pzn 
te*o tfdceiv«e ^eur -duties ; and ourdutifes 
Are to your Throne, and State, children and fervants ; 
Which xjorhut what, they fhoul^ by .doing* vejy thing * 
Safe tow'rcl your'leve and honour. 

Ajr»f. Welcome hither : 

1 have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make Thee'fiill of growing. 'Noble 1W^<?, 
ThbaS haft no <k& ^cbfefV'd, \aad ornft «be know* 
No left in hatae done -To ; let metiifei4 Jkoc* 
AndJurid thee to my heart. 

Jb*. Xluwe if I f sow, 
The. harveft vis yourowtu 

£ag. Myvplcnteaus joya, 
WaWon.ift fttlnefe, fade, to hide Jtbeaifelves 
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In drops of forroW, Sons, kinfmen, Thanes', 

And you whofe Places are the neareft, know, 

We will eftablifh our eftate upon 

Our eldeft Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 

The Prince of Cumberland: which honour muft, 

Not unaccompanied, inveft him only y 

But figns of Noblenefs, like ftars, (hali mine 

On all defervers. Hence to htwernefi, 

And bind us- further to : you. 

Macb. The Reft is Labour-, which is- not us'd fof 
you; 
I'll be my felf the harbinger, and make joyful 
The Hearing, of my wife with your approach > 
So humbly take my leave. 

King. Ify worthy Cawdor l' 

"Macb. The Prince of Cumberland! — ■ ■ that a 
a ftep, 
On which I muft fall down, or elfe o'er-Ieap, \Afide* 
For in my way it lyes. Stars, hide your fires! 
Let not light tee my black and deep defiFes ; 
The Eye wink at the-hand t yetkt that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to fee. [Exik 

King. .True, worthy Banquo f he k full fo valiant * 
And in his commendations lam fed ; 
It is a banquet to me. Let us- after him, 
Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome-; 
It is a peerlefs Kinfmaiu [Flourijb. Exeunt. 

S C E N E changes io an Apartment in Macbeth'* 
CaJIUy */ Inverriefs. 

Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a Utter; 

Lady. Cf+HE T met me in- the day offuctef* ; and I have 
■* Uarn'd by the perfe&eft report, they have more 
in them than mortal knowledge. When. I burnt in defire to 
. queftion them further, they made them/elves air* into which 
they vani/h'd. While 1 flood rapt in the 'wonder of it, came 
Mif/i'ues from the King, who all-haifd mo Thane of 
Cawdor; by which title, before r thefe weird fifters fahited 

me. 
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me, and rferrd me to the coming on of time, with hail/ 
King that (halt be ! This have I thought good to deliver 
thee (my dear eft Partner ofGreatnefs) that thou might' ft 
not lofe the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what 
Great nefs is promised thee, hay it to thy heart, andfarewel. 

Glands thou art, and Cawdor -— - and fhalt be 

What thou art promiVd. Yet do I fear thy nature j 

It is too full o'th' milk of human kindnefs, 

To catch the neareft way. Thou wouldft be great* 

Art not without ambition ; but without 

The illnefs mould attend it. What thou wouldft highly* 

That wouldft thou holily; wouldft not play falfe, 

And yet wouldft wrongly win. Thou'dli have,, great 

GlamtSy 
That which cries, " thus thou muft do, if thou have it % 
" And that which rather thou doft fear to do, 
•■ Than wifheft mould be undone." Hie thee hither* 
That I may pour my fpirits in thine ear, 
And chaftife with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden Round, 
Which fate, and metaphyseal aid, doth feexa 
To have thee crown'd withal. 

Enter Mejenger. 

What is your tidings 1- ' - 

Mef. The King comes here to night. 

Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it. 
Is not thy mailer with him } who, weft fo, 
Would haveiofornVd for preparation. . 

Mef. So pleafe you, it is true : our Thane is coming. 
One of my fellows had the.fpeed of him ; 
Who, almoit dead for breath, had fcarcely more 
.Than would make up his menage. 

Lady. Give him tending; 
He brings great news. The raven himfelf is hoarfe, 

{Exit Mef. 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 

Under 
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Under toy battlements. Conic, all you Spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here ; 
And fill me, from the crown to th' toe, top- full 
Of dkeft cruelty ; make thick my blood, 
Stopupfth'accefs and paifage to RemoHe, 
That no compunctious vifitings of . nature 
Shake my -fell purpofe, nor keep peace between 
Th* *&e&, and it. Come to my woman's breafts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murth'ring minifters f 
Where-e\*er m your fightlefs fubftances 
Vou wait on nature's mifchief.— — Come, thick night! 
And pall thee in the dunneft fmoak of hell, 
That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes ; 
Ner heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hole*, .hold!,-* 

£xtsr Macbeth. 
G&tLvGJamh / -worthy Cawdor 1 [Embracing him. 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters, have tranfported me beyon4 
This ign'rant yre/ent time, and I feel now 
The future in the irtftant. 

Mact. Deareft love, 
Duncan comes here to night. 

Laay. And when goes nence ? 

Macb, Tomorrow, as he purpojes. 

Lady. Oh, never 
Shall Sun that morrow fee ! >— ^ 
Your face, myfyaxe, kasabopk, where men (t) 

(S) Your Fa,ce, py'Thane, it asa.S^k, where Wn 
. Mmy read 'flronge Matt en te beguile the ''Time. 
Loek like the Time,] I have ventor'd Jgattfft *he Authority 
of all the-€opies, to alter the Pointing of this Pafiage : and, I 
hope, with fome Certainty. The Lady undoubtedly meats, 
that Macbeth looks fo full of thought and fotemn Refltaion ^p- 
•n thepwpo* rd *ft, d»t, 4^p4%m» People may comment upon 
the ft eaf on of his Gloom : and therefore defires him, in order to 
take iff and prevent iueh -Comments, to wear a Face of Plea- 
fure **d Entertainment 5 and look like the Time, the better to 
deceive the Time, 

May 
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Look like the .time ; Agar, welcome m your <eye, 
Your hand, your,%m&*&i looklake «be imocent.flower, 
But be the ferpent uhder't. He, that's coming, 
Muft be provided fcr ; jind y<m JhaH put 
This mghc*s>gfeat bv&ack ntet way dttpattib, 
Which (hall to a)l ©uc flights .and dayMO come 
Givefotelj <fw<cre*$R>foa(y And maftepdon. 
M^. W^.w^l ipeakifortiier. 
. ZWy. Only look up clear ; 
To alter favour, ever, is to fear. 
Leave #U the fell to ae. [£*«•*; 

SCENE, btfore Macbeth'* Ca/fle-Gat*. 

Hautboy* And *Ti>rcke$. Rater King, Mateolm, Do- 

nalbain, Bawjuo, Ixxnx, MacduiF, ;ft«tie, Angus, 

and Attendant*. 

King. >Tp H I.S Caftle Mth a plea/ant feat ; the air 

3L Nimbly andfweetly recommends it fclf 
Unto our gentle fenfes. 

.Ran. This jgueft .of fummcr, 
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve 
By his lor'd IWanfiohry that heaven's breath 
Sndk wiooiftgly Jiere. tNo jotting frieae, 
Buttrke, aw «eigtie of vantage, tout tbfe'bird 
Hath made»hispetidantfbe4, andpnocfleanteradle: 
Where they fDo**ieed»ajidiha4mt, 'I ha*e etefcrV'd, 
The air is delicate. 

King. See, fee f «ur honaiir'd ffo**A ■•! 
The love that follows us, fometimes is our trouble, 
Which ftill ave thank «s love. Herein I teach you, 
Howyoa ftoukHbidgod-eyWus for your -pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady. Allourfervice ' 

(In :£v«ty point twice, done, ,and then done dpuQlt,} 
Were poor and fingle bufmefs to cojtfend 
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Againft thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith 

King, Where's the Thane of Candor? 
We courft him at the heels, and had a purpofe 
I o be his purveyor : but he rides well, 

Tot ho£Tf° ye> (fl ? rp "J* *■*■> hath h ° ] P W « 
io s home before us ; fair and noble Hoftefc, 

We are your gueft to night. 
- Lady. Yourfervantsjever . 
Wave theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in cempt, 
I o i make i their audit at your Highnefs' pleafure, 
©till to return your own. 
i% Give me your hand ; 

£S£?n me t0 . minc Hoft ' w « lovc1lim WgWv I 

^^Ucontui ueour graces towards hiw. 

fy ytur leave, HoAefs. [**«*. 

SCENE {fay* r* an Apartment in Macbeth^ 
CaJiU. 

H^bys* Torches. Enter divers Servants with dtlhee 

w fer*v,ce over the Jiage. Then Macbeth* 
iW "*' T F . ie ww * *** whea ^is done, then 'twere wett 
n i j * * WCPe donc 9 ui ^X s # «h' afiaffinatioa 
Jjouid trammel up theconfequence, and catch 
With its furceafe, fuccefa * that but this blow - 
Might be the Be all and the End-all Here, (oi 

x!?&? 9 upon this Bank ™ d Shoal af timc > 

w l«!, ump the Iife t0 Comc — ***> in thefc cafea. 

We ftiU have judgment here, that we but teach *' 

(9> *«* &r*, upon tbh Bank and School •/ TimeA 

****** School what a monftrous Complement, at Jkm 

Jtrmado fays, is here oF heterogeneous Ideas,! I have ventur'd t* 
amend, which reftorcs a Conibnance of Images,, 

.777?,°* tbU Bank *"* $h<>*l of Time. r\ -* • 
». e. this Shallow this narrow Ford of human Life, oppofed t» 
the great Jbtft of Eternity. ' rr ^ 

- Bloody 
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Bloody inftru&ions : which, being taught, return 
To plague th' inventor, Even-Jjanded Juftice 
Retaras th' Ingredients of our poifon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truft ; 
Firft, as I am his kinfman and his fubjefl, 
Strong both againft the deed : Then, as his Hoft 
Who fliould againft his murth'rer fliurthe door, * 
Not bear the knife my felf, Befides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties fo meek, hath been 
So clear in his great- office, that his virtues 
Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu'd againft 
The deep damnation of hjs taking off: 
And Pity, like a naked new born babe 
Striding the blaft, or heav'ns cherubin hors'd (io> 
Upon the filent courfejp of the air, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in cv'ry eye ; 
That tears fhalr drown the wind. — I have no fpu© 
To. prick the fides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting Ambition, which o'er-leaps it felf, 
And falls on th' other ■ 

Enter Laay Macbeth. 

How now ? what news ? 

hods. He's almoft fupp'd : why have you le/t the 
chamber? * 

Macb, Hath he ask'd for me ? 

Lady. Know you not he has ? 

Macb. We will proceed no further in this bufinefiu 
He hath honoured me of late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all fort of people, 
Which would be worn now in their neweft glofs* 
Not caft afide fo foon. 

LaaJ. Was fhe hope drunk, . . 

Wherein you dreft your felf? hath it flept fince ? 
And wakes it now, to look fo green and pale 

".* •* 

(*o)" % ' .w Ban?*'* Cberubin borCd upon the Jgbtlefs Coil* 
riers of the At'r.'] But the Cherubin is the Courier j fo that he 
can't be faid to be borid upon another Coufitr. We muft read, 
therefore, Courftru Mr, rVarburttn. 

? •- At 



,:l 



a 86 2ftr 9Phgfo£ of M ac tf r r h. 

At what it did* fa freely ? from this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the* feme in thine' own-ad and valour, 
As thou arrin-defire ? wouKHt thou have THat, 
Which thou eft«em'ft the ottlattent of life r 
And lime a cowawl irttfcme own eiteem ? , 
Letting 1 dare net waft upon I<coould f 
Like &e poof cat i» tft* Adage. 

Jlf*f£. Pr'yttoeei peace-; 
I dare do all tfea* may becomeraTffafi'; 
Who dares-dff more* is none. 

Lady. What bear* w*s*t then; 
That made you break thfe entef prize to* rrte? . 
When, you durftdoit; then yon* were a man*; 
And (to be more than w4rat yon were) yon would* 
Be fo much more the ntarr. Nor time; nor place 
Did then*co*hwe, antf ytt 'yon would make' both: 
They've made themfthreB 1 ; antl that their' flthefs now 
Does unmakctytu. I have*givett fuck, antt know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me ■■■ 
I would, while it wa&fmiling. in »y ftce, 
Have pluckt my nipple from his bonelefs gums, 
And dafht the brains out, had I hut fo fwora 
As you have tionfe to this. 

Macb. If we mould fail, » » • ■ 

Lady. We fail! ; 
But fcrew your courage to f the iHcking place, 
And 6 we , lF c not faiK when DantatrU afleep, 
(Whereto the rather fhall" hi? day's hard' journey 
Soundly invite him> his two chamberlains' 
•Will I with wme'artd wafler: fo' convince;; 
That memory (the warder of the brain) 
Shall be a fume ; and the receipt of reafott 
A limbeck otrIy v ; when' ir^fwinifh 'deep 1 
Their drenched natures lie as iff a* death,' 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
Th* unguarded DmemlT^ what not put upoli 
HSs fpnngy officers, who ' (half bear* the guilt 
Of our great quel! ? 

Macb. Bring forth men-children only f 

For 
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For thy undaunted metal fhould compofe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received, 
Whe*n we have marked with blood thofe fieepy two 
Of his own chamber, and uVd their very daggers, 
That they have done't ? 

Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we mall make our griefs and clamour roar, 
Upon his death ? 

Macb. I'm fettled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible Feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireft mow : 
Falfe face mart hide what the-falfe heart doth' know. 

[Exmmt. 



ACT IL 

SCENE, AHaUmMzdtttisCafrle. 
Enter Banquo, and Fleanee with* nrcb before brm. 

Ban o^u o. 

HOW goes the night, boy ? 
Fit. The moon is down : I have not heard the 
clock. 
Ban. And (he goes down at twelve. 
Fie. I take't, 'tis later, Sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my fword. There's husbandry in 
heav'n, 
Their candles are all out. — Take thee that too. 
A heavy fummons Iks like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not fleep : Merciful Pow'rs ? 
Reftrain in me the curfed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repofe. 

Enter Macbeth, and a fervent vJtth'a tortk 

Give me my fword : who's flier* r 
Macb. A friend. 

Baft, 
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Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reft ? the King's abed. 
He hath to night been in unufual pleafure, 
And feet great largefs to your officers ; 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of moft kind Hoftefs, and ihut up 
In meafurelefs content. 

Macb. Being unpreparM, 
Our will became the fervant to defe# ; 
Which elfe ihould free have wrought. 

Ban. All's well. 
I dreamt laft night of the three weYrd fillers: 
To you they've fhew'd fome truth. 

Macb. I think not of them ; 
Yet, when we can intreat an hour to ferve, 
Would fpend it in fome wor4s upon that bufinefs \ 
If you would grant the time? 

Ban. At your kind leifure. 

Macb. If you fhall cleave to my confent, when 'tis, 
It /hail make honour for yon* 

Ban. So I lofe none 
In feeking to augment it, but ftill keep 
My bofom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
I fhall be counfell'd. . 

Macb. Good repofe the while! 

fan. Thanks, Sir ; the like to you. 

[Extunt Banquo and Fleance*. 

Macb. Go, bid thy miftrefs, when my drink is ready, 
She ftrike upon the'bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit Serv. 
Is this a dagger which I fee before me, 
The handle tow'rd my hand ? come, let me clutch thee. 
I have thee not, *and yet I fee thee ftill. 
Art thou not, fatal Vifion, fenfible . 
To feeling as to fight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a falfe creation 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreffed brain r 
I fee thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. — 
Thou marihal'ft me the way that I was going 5 
And fuch an inftrument I was to ufe. 
Mine eye& are made the fools o' th' other fenfes, 

Or 
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Or dfc worth all the reft — I fee thcc ftill ; 
And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of bleod, 

Which was not.fo before. There's -no fuch thine- — 

it is the bloody bufmefs, which informs - 
Thus to mine eyes. — Now o'«r one half theivorld 
Mature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe 
The curtain'd fleep ,• now Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings : and withered Murther 
(Alarum'd by his fentinel, the wolf, ' 

Whofe howl's his watch) thus with his ftealthy pace, 
With Tar^uinh raviihing ftrides, tow'rds his defien 

Moves like a ghoft Thou found and firm-fet earth, 

Hear not my fteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ftones prate of my whereabout ; 
And take the preient horrour from the time, 
Which now fuits with it.— Whilft I threat, he Kves— 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. "^ 
I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it 19 a knell 
That fummons thee to heaven, or to hell. [£*//. 

Enter Lady. 

I<M$r.That, which hath made them drunk, hath made 
me bold : ' 

What hath quench'd them, hath giv'n me£re« Hark ! 
peace! ' 

It was the owl that fliriek f d, the fatal bell-man, 
Which gives the ftern'fl good-night — he is about it — 
The doors are open ; and the forfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with fnores. I've drugg'd their 

Boflets, ' . 

That death and nature do contend about them. 
Whether they live or die. 

Enter Macbeth? 

Mack Who's there ? — what ho ? 

Lady. Alack! I am afraid, they have awak\i « 
And 'tis not done ; th f attempt, and not the deed, 
Confoojida 415 ~ hark! — — I laid their daggers ready, 

Vo*. VL N He 
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He could not mifc 'cm. — Had Tie not lefembkd 
My father as he flept, I had done't -r- My husband! 

Macb. I've done the deed didft thou not hear 

a noife ? 
Laay. I heard the owlfcream, and the cacketacry* 
Did not you fpeak ? 
Macb. When? 
Z,^. Now. 
MkA. As I defcended ? 
Lady. Ay. 

Af<*£. Hark ! — whe lies i* th.' fecpnd chamber! 
<Lady. Donalbain. 

Macb. This, is a forry fight. [Looks mbv hmh. 

Lady. A foolifh thought, to fay, a forry fight, 
Macb. There's one did laugh ins fleep, and one cry'd\ 
Murther ! 
They wak'd each other; and I Hood and heard them; 
But they did fay their prayers, and addrefs them 
'Again to fleep. 

lady. There are two lodg'd together. 
Macb. One cry 'd, " Godblefsus! ajod, " Ameaf 
the other; 
As they had feen me with thefe hangman's hands. 
Liftening their fear, 1 could not fay, Amen,. 
When they did fay, God blefs us. 
Lady. Confider it not fo deeply. 
Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amen? 
I had moft need of bleffiag, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat* 

Lady. Thefe deeds muft not be thought, 
After thefe ways ; fa, it will make us mad. 

M«<r£.Methought I heard a voice cry, « Sleep no more! 
Macbeth doth murther Sleep ; fheinnocent fleep ; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd fleeve of care, 
The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds,, great nature's fecond Courfe, 

Chief nourifher in life's feaft. r-*~ 

Lady. What do you mean ? 

Macb* Still it cry'd, fleep no more, to all the hoafei 
Clamu hath mtuthes'd Jleep, a«d thecefoue Canu&r. 

Shall 
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Stall fleep no me*e ; Machah (hail fleep no- mere ! 
• Ltd*. Who was it, that thus cry'd ? why, worthy Tba*e 9 
You do unbe*hd your noble ftreagth, to think 
So brain-fickiy of things ; go, get fome water, 
And wafh this filthy witnefs frtjm your hand. 
Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place I 
They mufUye there. Go, carry them, andfmear 
The fleepy grooms with blood. 

Macb. Ill go no more ; 
I am afraid to think what I hare done i 
Look on't again, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirm of purpofe ! 
Give me the daggers ; the fleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures ; v tk the eye of childhood* 
That fears a painted devil. If he do Weedy 
m gild the races of the grooms withal* 
For it muft feem their guilt. [Exit. 

Knscks n»hbm> 

MacBi Whence is that knocking f [Starthgi 

How is it with me, when every noife appals me ? 
What hands are here ? hah ! they phick oiit mine eyes. 
Will all great Ktpraneh ocean warn this blood 
Clean from my hand ? no, this my hand will rather 
Thy multitudinous fea incarnardine, 
Making the green one red — — 

Enter Lady, 

Lady. My hands are of your colour ; but I fliame 
To wear a heart fo white; I hear a knocking \Knoek f 
At the fouth entry. Retire we to our chamber ,• 
A little water clears us of this deed. 
How eafieishtkenf your conflancy 
Hath, left you unattended — hark, more knockingt 

[Knockl 
Get on your night-gown, left occafibn call us, 
And (hew us to.be Watchers ; be not loft, 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed, 'twere beft not know my felr. 
I* * Wake, 
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Wake, Duncan f with this knocking : 'would, thai 
could ft] [Exmut. 

Enter a Farter. 

\Knockingnmthtn] Port. Here's a knocking, indeed : 
if a man were porter of hell-gate, he fliould have old 
turning the key. [Knock] Knock, knock, knock. Who's 
there, i' th* name of Belzebub t here's a farmer, that 
hang'd himfelf on the expectation of plenty : come in 
time, have napkias enough about you, here you'll fweat 
for't [Knock] Knock, knock. Who's there i* th' other 
devil's name ? faith, here's an equivocator, that could 
fwear in both the fcales againft either fcale, who com- 
mitted treafon enough for God's fake, yet could not 
equivocate to heav'n : oh, come in, equivocator. [Knock] 
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there ? faith, here's an 
Englijh taylor come hither for dealing out of a French 
hole : - come in, taylor, here you may roaft your goofe. 
[Knock] Knock, knock. Never at quiet f what are you? 
out this place is too cold for hell. Til devil-porter it 
no further: I had thought to have let uufotne of all 
jprofeflions, that go the primrofe way to th' everlafb'ng 
bonfire. [Knock] Anon, anon, I pray you, remember 
the porter. 

Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 

Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do lie fo late ? | 

Port. Faith, Sir, we were caroufing 'till the fecond 
cock : 
And Drink, Sir, is a great provoker of three things. 

Macd. What three things doth Drink efpccially pro- 
voke ? 

Port. Marry, Sir, nofe-painting, deep, and urine. Le- 
chery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes j it provokes 
the defire, but it takes away the performance. There- 
fore much Drink may be faid to be an equivocator with 
lechery ; it makes him, and it mars him ; it fets him on, 
and it takes him off; it perfuades him, and dtthearteni 
him ; makes him fbmd to, and notftand to; in conclu- 
sion, 
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Ion, equivocates him into a flcep, and, giving him the 
fie, leaves him. 

Macd. I believe, [Drink gave thee the lie laft night. 

Port. That it did, Sir t i' th' very throat o' me ; but 
I requited him for his lie ; and, 1 think, being too ftrong 
for him, though he took up my legs fome umc, yet I 
made a fhift to caft him. 

Macd. Is. thy matter ftirring ? 
Oar knocking has awak'd him j here he comes, ' 

Lcn. Good morrow, noble Sir. 

Enter Macbeth*. 

Macb. Good morrow, Both. 

Macd. Js the King ftirring, worthy Thane ¥ 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him p 
I've almoil flipt the hour. 

Macb. I'll bring you to hinu 

Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you : 
But yet, 'tis one. 

Macb. The labour, we delight in, phyficka pain * 
This is the door. 

Macd. I'll make fo bold to call, for 'tis my limited; 
fervice. [Exit Macduff. 

Lett. Goes the King hence to day ? 

Macb. He did appoint fo. 

ten. The night has been unruly j where we lay, 
Oar chimneys were Mown down : And, as they Uy r 
Lamentings heard V th' air, ftrange fcreams of deaths 
And prophefying with accents terrible 
Of dire conrbuftion, and confus'd events, 
New hatch'd to th' woeful time : 
The obfeure bird clamour'd the live-long night. 
Some fay, the earth was fev'rou*, and did (hake; 

Macb. 'Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Enter Macduff. 

Macd. O horror!, horror I horror! 

N 3, Ner 
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Nor tongue, nor heart, cannot conceive* nor name 

thee ■ ■ 

Macb. and Lm. What's the matter ? 

Jf«o/. Confufion now hath made his mafter-piece ; 
Moft f&crilegious murther bath broke ope" 
•The Lord's anointed temple, and ftole thence 
The life o' th* building. 

Macb, What is't you fay I the life ? — — 

hen. Mean you his Majefty ? — — 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon.— -Do not bid me fpeak ; 
See, and then fpeak your felves : awake ! awake ! 

[Exeunt Macbeth arJ Len. 
Ring the alarum-bell — murther I and treafon I 
Banquo 9 and Donalbain I Malcolm ! awake ! 
Shake off this downy fleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death it felf — up, up, and fee 
The great Doom's image — Malcolm !' Banquo ! 
As from your graves rife up, and walk like fprights, 
Jn) To countenance this honor. — — 

Bell rings. Enter Lady Macbeth. 

. Eadj. What*s the bufinefs. 

That fuch an hideous trarapet calls to parley 

The fleepers of the houfe ? fpeak. , 

Jtfacd. Gentle lady, 
*Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak. 
The repetition in a woman's ear 
Would murther as it fell — O Banqwo, Ba*f*o I 

Enter 

(11) 7i cnmtSMMUt tbit horror. Ring the BelC] 
lhave vtnturM to throw out thefe laft Words, as no part of 
the Text. Macduff had faid at the Beginning of hia Speech, 
Ritig out tff Altrum Btll\ But if the Bell had rung out imme- 
diately, not a Word of what he fays could have been diftin- 
guiuVd. Ring the Self, I fay, was a Marginal Direction in the 
Prompter** Book for him to order the Bell to be rung, the Minute 
that Macduff ceafes fpeaking. 

In proof of this, we may obftrvc, that the Hemiftich 'end- 

ing 
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Enter Banquo. 



Our royal matter's murther'd. 

Lady. Woe, alas! 
What, in our hoofe ? 



Ban. Too cruel, any where. 
Macduff*, I pr'ythee, contradi£ thy fel£ 
And fay, it is not fbv 

Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Roffc. 

Macb. Had I but d/d an hour before this chance-, 
I had liv'd a blefled time : for, from this hiftant, 
There's nothing ferious in mortality ; 
All is but toys 5 Renown, and Grace, is dead \ 
The wine of fife is 'drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm, and Donalbain. 

Don. What is amifs ? 

Macb. You are, and do not know't : 
The fpring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is ftopt ; the very fource of it is ftopt. 

Macd. Your royal father's murther'd. 

Mai. Oh, by whom ? 

hen. Thofe of his chamber, as it feem'd, had dqne't ;, 
Their' hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; they ftar'd and were diftrafted *. 
No man's life was to be trufted with them. 

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo? 

Macb. Who can be wife, amaz'd, template and 
furious, 
Loyal and neutral in a moment ? no man. 

»«R AfrfflA/Vipeech, and That beginning Ladjr MachttPt, 
make up a compleat Verfc. New if Ring the B*U had been a 
part of the Text, caft we imagine the Poet would have, begot* 
•he Udx** fjfech with a. broken Une.1. 

N-4, The- 
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The expedition of my violent Jove 
Out-run the paufer, Reafon, Here, lay Duncan t 
His filver skin laced with his golden blood. 
And his gafh'd Stabs look'd like a breach in Nature,. 
For Ruin's wafteful entrance; there, the murtherers? 
Steep'd in the colours of theif trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain* 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make's love known ? 
* Lady. Help me hence, ho ! — [Seeming to faint*. 

Macd. Look to the lady. 

Mat Why do we hold oar tongues, 
That mod may claim this atgument for ours I 

Don, What mould be fpoken here, 
Where our Fate, hid within an augrehole, 
May rum, and feize us ? Let's away, our tear* 
Are not yet bre w*d. 

Mai. Nor our ftrorig farrow ©a 
The foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady 5 

[Lady Macbeth is carrM mK. 
And when we have onr naked frailties hid, 
That fufflr in cxpofure, let us meet, 
And queftion this mod bloody piece of work* 
To know it further. Fears and fcruples make ui*. 
Jn the great hand of God I (land, and thence,. 
Againft the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice, 

Macb. So do I. 

AIL So, all. 

Macb. Let's briefly put on manly readinefs, 
And meet i' th' hall together. 

Alt. Well contented. \Zxeunt. 

Mai What will you do ? let's not comfort with them : 
To mew an unfelt forrow, is an office 
Which the falfe man does eafie. I'll to England. . 

Don. To Ireland, I ; our feparated fortune 
Shall keep us both the fafer ; where we are, 
There's daggers in men's fmiles ; the near in blood,. 
The nearer bloody. 

1 MaL 
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Mai. This murtherous fliaft, that's mot, 
Hath not yet lighted; and our fafeft war 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horle;, 
And let as not be dainty of leave-taking, 
Buifluft away; there's warrant in that theft, 
Which fteals it felf when there's no mercy left [Exeunt* 

iCENE, tbt Out/id* of Macbeth 9 / CaflU. 

Enter Rofle, <witb an eld Man. 

Old Man. ^TT^Hreefcore and ten I can remember weH, 
X Within the volume of which time, I've 
feen 
Hours dreadful, and things ftrange ; but this fore night: 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Roffi. Ah, good father,. 
Thou feeff, the heav'ns, as troubled with man's aft,, 
Threaten this bloody ftage : by th' clock, 'tis day ;> 
And yet dark night ftrangles the travelling lamp ;. 
Is't night's predominance, or the day's fhame, 
That darknefs does the face of earth intomb, 
When living light mould kifs it I 

Old M. 'Tis unnatural, 
Even like the Deed that's done. Oh Tuefdaj laft, 
A faulcon, towring in her pride of place, 
Was by a mounng owl hawkt at, and kill'd. 

Rpjfe.. And Duncans horfes, (a thing moft ftrange audi 
certain I) (12) 
Beauteous and fwift, the minions of the Race, 

(1*) ArrJ Duncan's Horfii, (a Thing -moft flrange and certain iy ■ 
B**ute$us and fwift, tbt Minions ef their Race} 

I am pretty certain, all the Copies have err'd, one after ano- 
ther, in this Reading : and that I have reftorM the true- One. 
The Poet does not mean, that they were the beft of their Breed 5 
but that they were excellent Racers : in which Senfe he very poeti- 
cally calls them, the Minions of the Race. This is a Mode of 
Bxpreifion, which he teems very fond of. 

N 5; Turn* 
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Turn'd wild in nature, broke their Halls, flung out, 
Contending 'gainft obedience, a* they would 
Make war with man. 

Old M. Tis faid, they eat each other. 

Rojfe. They did fo; to the amazement of mine eyes. 
That looked upon't. 

Enter Macduff. 

Here comes the good Mucduff. 
How goes the world, Sir, now? 
Macd. Why, fee you not ? 

Rqffi. Is't knows, who did this more than bloody 
Deed? 

Macd. Thofe, that Macbeth hath flain. 

Rofe. Alas, the day ! 
What good could they pretend? 

Macd. They were fuborn'd ; 
Malcolm, zxA Bonalbain, the King's two Sons, 
Are ftol'n away and fled; which puts upon them. 
Sufpicion of the Deed. 

Rojfe. 'Gainft nature Hill; — 
Thriftlefs ambition ! that wilt ravin up 
Thine own life's means — * Then v 'tis moft like*. 
The Sovereignty will fall, upon Macbeth ? 
. Macd. He is already nain'd, and gone to &»«r 
To be inverted. 

Rojfe. Where is Duncans body ? 

Macd. Carried to CoImes-bilL, 
The facred ftorehoufe of his Predeceflbrs,. 
And guardian of their boaes. 

Rojfe. Will you to Scone? 

Macd. No, Coufin, 1*11 to Fifi. 

Rofe. Well, I will thither. 

AW. Well, may you fee things well done theses 
(adieu ; ) 
Left our old robes fit eafier than our new I 

Rife. FaTewel. Father. 

&id M. God's benifon go with you, andPwhh thofe 
That would make good of bad, and fianidfttf fees. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT III. 

SCENE, an Apartment intbtPahuc. 
Enter Bah qjj o. 

THOU haft it now; King, Cawdor* Glarnis, all 
The i weird women promis'd ; and, I fear, 
Thou plaid'ft moil foully for't : yet it was faid # , 
H ihould not ftand in thy Pofterity ; 
But that myfelf ihould be the root, and father 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their fpeeches mine) . 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my Oracles as well, 
And fet me up in hope ? but, hufh, no more. 

Trnmfetsfiund. Enter Macbeth as King, Z*<# Macbeth* 
Lenox, Rofie, Lords and Attendants* 

Macb. Here's our chief gueffc 

Lady. If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great Feaft, 
And all" things unbecoming. 

Macb. To night we hold a folemn fupper, Sir^. 
And I'll requeft your prefenqe. 

Ban. Lay your Highnefs' 
Command upon me ; to the which! my Duties. 
Are with a moil mduToIuble tye 
for ever knit. 

Macb. Ride yon this afternoon ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb. We ihould have elfe defir'd; 
Your good advice (which ftill hath been both grave . 
And prosperous) in this day's Council; but 
Well take to morrow. Is it far you ride ? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fili up the rim* m 

!fwwt 
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'Twixt this and fupper. Go not my horfe the better^ 
I rauft become a borrower, of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb. Fail not our feaft. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Macb. We hear, our bloody Coufins are beftow'd' 
In England^ and in Ireland; not confeffing 
Their cruel Panicide, filling their hearers 
With flrange invention ; but of That to morrow ; : 
When therewithal we, (hall have caufe of State,. 
Craving us jointly. Hie to horfe : : adieu, 
Till you return at night. Goes F Lance, with you ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord ; our time does call upon us. 

Macb. I wi(h your horfes fwift, and fure of foot : 
And fo I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewel.. [£*& Banqncv 

Let ev*ry man be mafter of his time. (13) 
•Till feven at night ; to make fbciety 
The fweefer welcome, we will keep our fe?f 
Till fupper- time alone : till then, God be with yon. 
% [Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and horde* 

Manent Macbeth, and a Servant; 

Sirrah, a word with you : attend thofe men 
Our pleafure ? 
8er. They are, my lord, without the Palace-gate.. 

(13) Let nfty Man be Mafier of bis Time 
Till Jem* n at night, to make Society 
Tbe*fweeter> we/come: We will keep iter J elf 
Till Supper Time alone.] I- am furpriz'd, none of tilt 
Editors fliould quarrel with the Pointing. How could ev'ry 
Man's being Mafter of his own Time till Night, make Society 
then the Tweeter ? for, fo, every Man might have gone into 
Company in the; mean while, and pall'd himfclf for the Night's 
Entertainment. My Regulation, I. dare warrant, retrieves the 
Poet^s Meaning, " Let every Man (fays the King,) be Mafter 
*' of his own time till Seven o' Clock : and that I may have the 
*' ftronger Enjoyment of your Companies then, M abftainfrom 
*' all Company till Suppenime.** 

lfe<£ 
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Macb. Bring them before as ■* 1 » Tfc be thus, is 
nothing; [Exit fenp.. 

Bat td be fafely thus. — — Our fears in Banqu* 
Stick deep ; and in his Royalty of Nature 
Reigns That, which would be fear'd. 'T» much h#: 

dares, 
And to that dauntlefs temper of his mind, 
He hath a wifdom that doth guide his valour. 
To a& in fafety. There is none but he, 
Whofe Being I do fear : and, under him,. 
My Genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is faid, 
Antony** was by Cafar. He chid the Sifters-,, 
When firft they put the name of King upon me, 
And bade them lpeak to him ; then, Prophet- like*, 
They hail'd him father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitlefi Crown, 
And put a barren Scepter, in my gripe, 
Thence to be. wrench'd with an unhneal hand,. 
No fon of mine fucceeding. If 'tis fo, . 
For Banquets iflue have I ftl'd my mind : 
For them, the gracious Duncan have I murther'di: 
Put rancours in the vcflelof my Peace 
Only for them : and mine eternal jewel. 
Giv'n to the common enemy of man,. 
To make them Kings : the. Seed of Banquo Kings : 
Rather than fo, come Fate into the lift, 
Andxhampion me toth' utterance! who's there?;, 

Enter Servant, and two Murtkerers. 

Go to the door, and ftay there, 'till we call. 

{Exit Servant}. 
Was it not yeflierday we fpoke together ? 

Mur. It was, fo pleafe your Highncfs. 

Macb. Well then, now 
You have cpnfidcx'd of my fpeechcs ? know, 
That it was he, in. the time paft,, which held you 
So under fortune ; which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent felf ; this I made good to you 
In our laft conf rence, paft in.prohation with you : 
How you were borne inhand, how croft \ the inftrument? ; 

Whj 
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Who wrought with them : *nd til things dfe, that might 
To half a foul, and to a notion craz'd, 
Say, thus did Bmnpto. 

i Afrr. True, you made it knows. 

Jlftff*. I did fo; and Went farther, Which is mw* 
Our point of fecond meeting. Do you find 
Your Patience fo predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go ? are you fo gofpell'd, 
To pray for this good man and for his iffae, 
Whofe heavy hand hath boVd you to the Grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever ? 

i Mur. We are men, my liege. 

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for teen. 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, ffnmiels, cun, 
Showghes, water-rugs, and demy- wolves are cleped 
All by the name of dogs ; the vaked file 
Diftinguiihes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle, 
The houfe-keeper, the hunter; every one 
According to the gift which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike : and fo of men. 
Now, if you have a ftation in the file, 
And not in the worft rank* of manhood, fay it ; , 
And I will put that bufmefs in your bofoms, 
Whofe execution takes your enemy off; 
Grapples you to the heart and love of U9, 
Who wear our health but fickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur. lam onto, 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have fb incens'd, that I am recklefs what 
1 do, to fpite the world. 

i Mur. And I another, 
So weary with difafters, tugg'd with fortune,, 
That I would fet my life on any chance, • 
To mend it, or be rid on't. 

Macb. Both of you 
Know, Banquet** your enemy. 
„ Mur. True, my lord. 

M#h 
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2aW* So is he jaifte: and in fuih Woody difttace, 
That every minute of his Being thrufts 
Jtgainft my near'ft of iife ; and though I corid 
With bare-fae'd Power fweep him from my fight, 
And bid my Will avouch it ; yet J muft act, 
For certain friend* that are both his and bum, 
Whofe loves I a ay not drop v but wail his Fal{, . 
Whom I my felf ftruck down : and thence it is, , 
That I to your aMance do make love, 
Masking.th* bufiarfs fipwn the commoa ey* 
For fundry weighty reafow. 

2 Mur. We (hall, my lord, 
Perform what yoy command us* 

i Mkr. Though oar liv«s - 

, Macb. Your fpirits fhiaa through you. In this hour 

atmtoft, 
I will advife you where to plant your felves ; 
Acquaint you wkh the-petfeft f toy o'th* tisae, 
The moment ©n't ; (for't muft be done to night, . 
And femething from the Palace : always thought, > 
That 1 require a Cleamefs :) and with him, 
(To leave no rubs nor botchts in the Work) 
Fleance his fon, that keeps him company, 
(Whofe abfenceis no lefs material to me, 
Than is his father's) muft embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Refolve yourselves a-part; . 
I'll come to you anon. 

Mar. We are refold, my lord.. 

Macb. TU call apon you ftraight; abide within. . 

\Exeum Mnrtbtrers. 
It is concluded ; — Baiquo, thy SouPs flight, 
IF it find heaVti, muft find it out to-night. [£vtV» 

SCENE, another Apartment in the Pa/pee* 

Emer Laefy Macbeth, and a Servant. 

Jimfy "T S Jbnquo gone from Court ? 

J[ Senv. Ay, Madam, but returns again to 
Bight. 

Lady* 
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Ladf. Say to the King, I would attend bis leifore 
For a few words* 

Serv. Madam, I will. [ExiL 

Lady, Nought's had, ali'sfpent. 
Where our defirek got without content: 
Tis fafer. to be That which we deftroy , 
Than by definition dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord, why. do you keep alone ? 
Of forrieft fancies your companions making, 
Ufmg thofe thoughts, which fliould, indeed, havedy'd 
With them they think on ? things without all remedy 
- Should be without regard ; what'* done, is tfone. 

MacL We have fcotch'd thefnake, not kilTd it — (14; 
Shell clofe, and be herfelf ; whilfi our poor malice 

(14) Wi bave fcorch'd tbi Snake, notkHTd it, 

$be*U cUfi, and be berfelf-, ] This is a Pafiage, which 
feat all along pafled current thro- the Editions, and yet, I 
dare affirm, is not our Author's Reading. What has a Snake, 
thfing again, to do with its being fecreb'd t Scorching would 
never either feparate, or dilate, its Parts 5 but rather make them 
inftantly contrail and JhriveL Shakbspeare., lam very 
well p'.rfuaded, |iad this Notion in his head ; that if you cut 
a Serpent or Worm afimder, in feveral Pieces, there is fuch an 
nn&uous Quality in their Blood, that the difmember'd Parti, 
• being only placed near enough to touch one another, will 
cement and become as whole as before the Injury reccjv'd. 
The Application of this Thought is to Duncan, the muroVd 
King, and bis furviving Sons. Macbeth confiders them fo 
much as Members of the Father, that tho* he has cut off the 
Old Man, he would fay, he has not entirely kill'd him, but 
he'll revive again in the Lives of his Sons. Can . we doubt 
therefore but that the Poet wrote, as I have reffcr'd to the 
Text, 

We have fcotch'd the Stake, net kilt d it 7 
To fceteb, however the generality of our Dictionaries happen 
to omit the Wcrd, fignifies, to netcb, flajb, back, cut, with 
Twigs, Swords, *c, and fo our Poet snore, than once has ufcd 
it in lis Works.. 

Remains 
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Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let both worlds disjoint, and all things fufierj 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and fleep 

In die affli&ion of thefe terrible Dreams, 

That (hake us nightly. Better be wkh the Dead, 

(Whom we, to gain our Place, have fent to Peace)* 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In reftlefs ecftafie. — - Duncan is in his Grave; 

After life's fitful fever, he fleeps well ; 

Treafon has done his worft ; nor fteel, nor poifon* 

Malice domeftick, foreign levy, nothing 

Can touch him further I 

Lady. Come on j 
Gentle my lord, fleek o'er your rugged looks r 
Be bright, and jovial, 'rnong your guefts to night. 

Macb. So (hall I> Love; andfo, I pray, be you j 
Let your remembrance ftili apply to Banquo. 
Prcfent him Eminence, both with eye and tongue t 
Unfafe the while, that we muft lave our honours 
In thefe fo flatt*ring ftreams, and make our faces 
Vizors t'our hearts, difguifing what they are ! — 
Lady. You muft leave this. 
Mack O, full of fcorfrions is my mind, deal- wife! 
Thou know*ft, that Banquo, and his F/eance, lives. .. 
Lady. But in them Nature's copy's not eternal. 
Macb. There's comfort yet, they are affailable ; 
Then, be thou jocund. Ere the Bat hath flown 
Hiscloyfter'd flight, ere to black Hecafs fummona 
The (hard- born beetle with his drowfie hums 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there (hall be dona 
A Deed of dreadful note. 
Lady. What's to be dbne ? 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft chuck,, 
♦Till thou applaud the Deed.: come, feeling Night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, 
And with thy bloodv and invifiblehand 
Cancel and tear topieces that great bond, 
Which keeps.me paTe ! Light thickens, and the wow 
Makes wing to th' rooky wood : 

G00A 
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Good things of day begin to droop and* dxxiwze,. 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rowze. 
Thou marvelM at my words ; bat hold thee ftiil ; 
Things, bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by 111 : 
So, pr'ythee, go with me. [Exrmtf. 

SCENE changes U*Park\ the CaftU at 
a dlflance. 

tnter three Murthtrers. 

t Mur. TJ U T who did bid thee join with us ? 
XJf 3 Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mur. He needs not our Miftruft, fince he deliver*. 
Our offices, and what we Have ia do,, 

To the dire&ion juftv 

i Mur. Then Hand with u*. 
The tyeft yet glimmers with fome (beaks of day j 
Now fours the lated traveller apace, 
To gam the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The fubjedfc of our watch. ' 

c Mur. Hark, I hear horfes. 

Banquo. [wfthixJ] Give us light there, hot' 

% Mur. Then it is he : the reft, 
That are within the note of expectation, 
Already are i'th' Coart. 

i Mur. His horfes go about. 

3 Mur. Almoft a mile : but he does ufualfyv 
(So all men do,) from hence to th' Palace-gate 
Make it their Walk., 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a forth* 

a Mur. Alight, a light 
3 Mur. 'Tis he. 
I Mur. Stand to't. 
Ban, It will be rain to- night.. 
i Mur. Let it come down. [They sfiudt Banqoo. 
Ban. Oh, treachery f 
fly, Fleance, By, fly, fly„, 

Thoa 
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Thou may'ft revenge. Qh flave ! 

[Diet. Fleance efcufes* 
3 Jlfar. Who did ftrike out the light t 
1 Mur. Was't not the way ? 
a Af«r. Theve's bat One down ; the fen 
Is fled. 

a Mur. We're loft beft half of our affair. 
. 1 Mur. Well, let's away/, and fay how much is done* 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE cbangis to a Rem *f State in 
the CaJHe. 

J Banquet frtpard. Enter Macbeth, lady, Roi&v 

Lenox, Lords, and Attendants. 
Mach. \7*0 U know your own degrees, fit down : 
X At firft and laft, the hearty welcome. 
lords. Thanks to your Majefty. 
Mach. Our fclf will mingle with fociety, 
And play the humble Hoft : 
Our Hoftefs . keeps her State, but in beft time 
We will require her welcome. pw/' ♦ 

Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends* 
* For my heart fpeak«, they*re welcome. 

Enter 'firfi Murtberer. 

Mad. See, they encounter thee with Aeir haarta*~ 
thanks. 
Both fides arc erea : here 111 fit i % th* raidft v 
Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meafuie 

The table round There's blood upon thy face. 

[To the Murderer, afide, si the deer. 

Mur. Tis Bmfu2* then. 

Mach. 'Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he difpatch'd ? . _,*,.,« l-~ 

Mur: My lord, his throat is cut, That I did for him. 

Mach. Thou art the beft of cut-throats \ yet he's good,. 
That did the like for Fleance: if thou didft it, 
Thou art the non pareii. 

Mur.Mofk royal Sir, * ^^ 
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Wleance is 'fcap'd. 
Mack Then comes my Fit again : I had elfe bees 
perfed; 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock; 
As broad, aad gen'ral, as the eating air : 
But now I'm cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To faucy Doubts and Fears. But Banquo\ fafe r * ■ 
. Mur. Ay, my good lord* fafe in a ditch he bidet, 
With twenty trenched games on his head j 
The leaft a death to Nature. 
Mack Thanks for that ; 
There the grown ferpent lies : the worm, that's fled, 
Hath Nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for th' prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow* 
We'll hear't our felves again. {Exit Mnrtberer. 

Lady. My royal lord, 
You do not give the cheer ; the feaft is fold, 
That is not often vouched, while 'tis making ;. 
*Tis given, with welcome. To feed, were beh at home; 
From thence, the fawce to meat is ceremony j 
Meeting were bare without it, 

[The Gboft <?/Banquo rifis, and Jits in Macbeth*/ /far. 
Mack Sweet remembrancer I 
Now good digeftion wait on appetite, 
And health on both ! 

Len. May't pleafe your Highnefs fit ? 
Mack Here had we now our Country's Honour roof 'd* 
Were the grac'd perfon of our Banquo prefent, — — 
(Whom may I rather challenge for un&indnefi, 
Than pity for mifchance !) 
Rofe. Hisabfence, Sir, 
Lays blame upon his promife. Pleas' t your Highneft 
To grace us with your royal company ? 

Mack The table's full. * \$t*tti*i+ 

Len. Here's a place referv'd, Sir. 
Mack Where? 
Len. Here, my good lord. 
What is't that, moves your Highnefs r 
Mack Which of you have done thk? : 
<. •• Lwdi. What, my good lord r 

Math 
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Macb. Thou can'ft not fay, I did it: never /hake 
Thy goary locks at me. 

i^?. Gentlemen, rife; his Highnefs is not well. 

Lady. Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep feat 
The Fit is momentary, on a thought 
He will again he well. If mbch you note him, 
You (hall offend him, and extend his paifion ; 
Peed, and regard hirn^ot. — Are you a man ? 

[To Macb. afide. 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on That, 
Which might appal the Devil. 

Lady. O proper Staff \ 
This is the very Painting of yojur fear 4 \afide. 

This is the air-drawn-dagger, which, you faid, 
Led you to Duncan. Oh, thefe flaws and ftarts 
(Impoftors to true fear,) would well become 
A woman's ftory at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame it felf I — — . 
Why do yon make fuch faces ? when all's done, 
You look but on a ftool. 

Macb. PrVthee, fee there ? 
Behdd ! look] lo ! how fay yon? 

[Pointing to the Git/. 
Why, what care I? if thou canft nod, fpeak too.— « 
If Charnel-houfes and our Graves muft fend 
Thofe, that we bury, back ; our Monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. jttt Gbofi <vanifi$u 

Lady. What? quite unmann'd in folly ? 

Macb. If I ftand here, I faw.him. — 

Lady. Fie, forihame! 

Macb. Blood hath been fhed ere now, i'th' olden time, 
Ere human Statute purg'd the gen'rai weal {(15) 

(15) Ere human Statute purg'd the gentle Weal\ Thus all the 
Editions 5 but Mr. Warbwrten very juftly advis'd, as I have rt- 
formM the Text, genial Weal, j " And it is a very n«c Peri- 
" fbrafit ((aye He) to flgnify, ere civil Sacietiti wre infituttd. 
€ * For the early Murders recorded in Scripture, are here alluded 
" to: and MacbetVi apologizing for Murder from the Antiquity 
" of the Example is very natural/' . y 
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Ay, aadfinoetoo, Muf ther* have been perform^ 
Too terrible for th' ear : the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die* 
And there an end ; but now they rife again 
With twenty mortal Murthers on their crowns, 
And pufh us from our ftooU; this is more ftrange 
Than fuch a murther is. 

Lady. My worthy lord* 
Your noble friends do- lack: you. ^ 

Mack I do forget.— 

Do not raufe at me, my moftV worthy friends, 
I have a ftrange Infirmity, which is nothing 
To thofe that know me. Come, Love and Health to alii 
Then I'll fit down*, give me fdme wine, fill full — • 
I drink to th' general joy of die whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banrnn, whom we miffr; 
'Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirft, 
And all to all. 

-Lords. Our Duties*- and the Pledge* ' 

\Tbe Gh*ft rtfes apt*. 

Math. Avant, and quit my fight ! Let the earth hide 
thee! 
Thy bones are marrrowlefs, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou haft no fpeetrlatibn in thofe eyes, 
Which thou doft glare with; 

Lady. Think of this, good Peers, 
But as a thing of cuftom; 'tis no other % 
Only it fpoils the pleafure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, I dares 
Approach Thou like the rugged Ruffian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcankm tyger, 
Take any fhape but That, and my firm nerves* 
Shall never tremble: Or,, be alive again, 
And dare me to the Defert with thy iword ^ 
If trembling I inhibit, then proteftme 
The baby of a girl. Hence, terrible (badow? 
UnreaLmoek'ry, hence! Why, fo> — being gone, 

$Tb$ Gboft <vatt#hs. 
I am amati again : pray yon, fit ftill. £TbrLmds rife. 

Lady. You have difplac'd the *mrth, broke the good 

. Meeting With 
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With mofradmirM diforder. 
Macb< Can fuch things be, 
And overcome us like a Summer's cloud, 
Without our fpedal wonder ? You make me ilrangc 
Ev'n to the difpofitkm that I owe, 
When now I think, you can behold fuch fights ; 
And keep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. 
Rofe. What fights, my lord? 
Lajy, I pray you, Qreak not; he grows worfe and 
worfe ; 
Queftion enrages him : at once good night. 
Stand pot u£Qfl4ha Order of your Going, 
But go at once. 

Leu. Goodnight, and better health 
Attend bis Majefty ! 

Lady. Good night, to all. . \Eknmt Urds. 

Math. It will have bloqd, they fey ; blood will have 
blood ; 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to fpeak ; , 
Augurs, that underftood relations, have 
By mag-pies, and by choughs, and rooks brought forth 
The fecret'ft man of blood. — *~ What is the night ? 
Lady. Almoft at odds with morning, which is which. 
Macb. How fay 'ft thou,, that Macduff denies his perfon, 
At our great bidding ? 

Lady. Did you fencl to him, Sirr 
Macb. I .hear it by the way ; but I will fend : 
There's not a Tbam of them, but in his houfe {16) 
I keep a fervant fee'd. I will to morrow 
(Betimes I will) unto the weird fitters; 

More 

(16) rtereii mt One cf them*] Thwe the modern Editom 
Bet, One of WUmt M*cb*tb ha* juft iaid* thet.he heard, Afirr- 
duff meant to difobeyihitSumoBont : and he would immediately 
fubjoin, that then* is not a Man of Matduf'9 Quality in the 
Kingdom, but He hat a Spy under hie Roof* Thie ie under- 
ftood, not exprcfc'd, as the Tee* *e yet hat ftoodt The. old 
fW/Vi give us the Paffage> thus } 

There's not a one rf f*m— * 

Here 
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Mow (hall they fpeak ; for now Pm bent to know, 
By the worft means, the worft, for mine own good* 
All caufes (hall give way ; I am in blood 
Stept in fo far, that, fhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 
Strange things I have in head, that will to hand ; 
- Which inuft be acted, ere they may be fcann'd. 
Lady. You lack the Seafon of all Natures, Sleep. 
Macb. Come, we'll to fleep; my ftrange and felf-abufe 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe : 
We're yet but young in Deed. (17) [Exew*. 

SCENE changes to the Heath. 
'Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 

t Witch. 1X/HY, how now, Hecat\ you look am- 
W gerly- 
Hec. Have I not reafon, Beldams, as you are ? 
Sawcy, and over-bold [ how did you dare 
To trade and traffick with Macbeth, 
In riddles and affairs of death ? 
And I, the miftrefs of your Charms, 
The clofe contriver of all harms. 
Was never calTd to bear my part, 
Or (hew the glory of our Art ? 
And, which is worfe, all you hare done 

Here we again meet with a deprav'd Reading 5 but it U fucfc 
a One, as, I am perraaded, has led me to the Poet's true Word 
and Meaning. 

There's not a Thane of them, 
i. e. a Nobleman : and fo the Peers of Scotland were all calTd, 
till Ear Is were created by MaUolmt the Son of Duncan, 

(17) . Wfre yet hut young indeed. ] If we tranfpofe thefc Words, 
w* wall find, they amount to no more than This, We em yet 
indeed but young. But this is far from comprizing either the 
Poet's, or Matletb\ Meaning. I read,—-/'* Deed, i. e. but 
little inur'd yet to A&t of Blood and Cruelty t for Time and * 
Practice harden Villains in their Trade, who are timorous till 
to harden VU 

Ha* 
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Hath been but for a weyward Ton ; 

Spightful and wrathful, who; as others do, 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now ; get you gone, 

And'at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i'th'morning : thither he 

Will come, to know his deftiny ; 

Your veffels and your fpells provide, 

Your Charms and every thing befide. 

I am for th' Air : this night I'll fpend 

Unto a difmal, fatal end. 

Great bufinefs muft be wrought ere noon : ;,* 

Upon the corner of the Moon 

There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound ; 

I'll catch it ere it come to ground ; 

And That, diftill'd by magick flights, 

Shall raife fuch artificial fprights, 

As, by the ftrength of their illufion, 

Shalfdraw him on to his confufion. 

He fhall fpurn fate, fcorn death, and bear 

His hopes 'bove wifdom, grace, and fear : 

And, you. all know, "Security 

Is mortals' chiefeft enemy. [Mujick and a Song. 

Hark, I am call'd ; my little fpirit, lee, 

Sits in the foggy cloud, and flays for me. 

[Sing within. Come away, come anvay, &c. 
i Witch. Come, let's make hafte, (he'll foon be back 
again. [ExemU 

§ C E N E changes to a chamber. 

Enter Lenox/ and another Lord, 
hen. Ti It Y former fpeeches have but hit your though ts, 

1VJL Which can interpret farther : only, I fay, 
Things have been ftrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth—-. marry, he was dead : — 
And the right- valiant Banquo walk'd too late. 
Whom, you may fay, if 't pleafe you, Fleance kilTd, 
For Fleance fled : men muft not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monftrous too 
Vol. VI. O It 
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It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain 

To kill their gracious father ? damned fa& ( 

How did it gneve Macbeth f did he not ftraight 

In pious rage the two delinquents tear, 

That were the (laves of drink, and thralls of fleep ? 

Was not that nobly done ? ay, wifely too ; 

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alire 

To hear the men deny't. So, that, I fay, 

He has home all things well \ and I do think, 

That had he Duncan % fons under his key, 

(As, an't pleafe heav'n, he fhall not ; ) they fhould find 

What *twerc to. kill a father: fo fhould Fkattee. 

But peace ! for from broad words, and 'caufe he fail'd 

His prefence at the tyrant's feaft, I hear, 

Macduff lives in clifgrace. Sir, can you tell 

Where he beftows himfelf ? 

Lord. The Son of Duncan, (18) 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of Birth, 

Lives 

(iS) The Son* of Duncan 

From whom tbisTyrant holds t be Dae of Birth,] I have fet right 
this Paflage againft the Authority of our unobferving Editors. 
And the Proof* of my Emendation are obvious. In the firft 
place, ^Macbeth could not be laid to hold the Due of Birth from 
Both Duncan* % Sons. The Succeffion to the Crown was the 
Right of Malcolm ; and Donalbain could have no Right to it, as 
long as his Elder Brother or any of his HJue were in Being. In 
the next place, the Sons of Duncan did not Both fltelter in the 
Mnglijh Court. Upon the Difcovery of their Father** Murder, 
we find them thus determining. 

Male. ■ ■ TU to England^ 

Donal. To Ireland J; our feparated Fortune r 
Shall keep us both the fafer. 
This Determination, 'tis plain, they immediately put into A€t, 
or Macbeth had very ill Intelligence : 

We bear, our bloody Coufins are be/low* d 
In England and in Ireland. 
Nor were they together, even at the time when Malcolm dis- 
puted his Right with Macbeth* 

fVho knows, if Donalbain be- with his Brother t 

Len. For certain, Sir, ha is not. ' 

Bc&des,„He8or Motthita and Holingfiead (tbj» latttr of whom 
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Lives in the Englijb Court; and is received 
Of the mott pioos EJwardmth fach grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high refptQ. Thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the King upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike S/nvarJi 
That bv the help of thefe, (with Him above 
To vati£e the work,) we may again 
Give to our tables meat, deep to our nights ; . 
Free from oar feafts and banquets bloody knives * 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exafpVated their King, that he 
Prepares for fome attempt of War. 

ten. Sent he to Macduff? 

Lord. He did ; and with an abfolute, Sir, not I, 
The cloudy mefTenger turns me his back, 
And hums ; as who mould fay, " you'll rue the time, 
" That clogs me with this anfwer. 

Lett. And that well might 
Advife him to a care to hold what diftance 
His wifdom can provide. Some holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of England, and unfold - 
His meffoge ere he come ; that a fwift Bkffing 
May foon return to this our fuffcring Country, 
Under a hand accurs'd ! 

Lord. I'll fend my pray'rs with him. [SxwtnK 

our Author precisely follow*;) both inform us, that thn*H>*in 
remain'd jn Ireland till the Death of Mfkoht and his t^oeeir j 
and then, indeed, he came over, invaded Scrtknd, and wetted 
the Crown from One of his Nephews* 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE,fl dark Cave-, in the middk % a 
- great Cauldron burning. 

% Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 

X 

I W I T C H. 

THRICE the brinded cat hath mew'd. 
2 Witch. Twice, and once the hedge-pig whin'd. 
. 3 Witch. 'Harper crys, 'tis time, 'tis time, 
i Witch. Round about the cauldron go, 
In the poifon'd entrails throw. 

[They march round the cauldron, and threw in 
the federal ingredients as for the preparation 
cf their Charm. 

Toad that under the cold flone, 

Days and nights has, thirty one, to 

Sweltered venom fleeping got; 

Boil thou firft i'th' charmed pot. 

- AIL Double, double, toil and trouble ; 

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

i Witch. Fillet of a fenny make, 
In the cauldron boil and bake ; 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog ; 
Weol of bat, and tongue of dog 5 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's fling, 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing: 
For a Charm of pow'rful trouble, 
Like a hell broth, boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of 'wolf, 
Witches* mummy j maw, and gulf 

OF 
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Of the ravening fait fea-ihark ; 

Root of hemlock, digg'd i'th' dark ; » 

Liver 'of blafpheming Je<w : 

Gall of goat, and flips of yew, 

Sliver'd in the moon's eclipfe ; - 

Nofeof7*ri, and Tartar's lips j 

Finger of birth.-ftrangled babe, -j 

Ditch - deli ver'd by a drab j t 

Alake the gruel thick, and flab. . -> 

Add thereto a tyger's chawdron, 

For th' ingredients of our cauldron. ' 

AIL Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire, burn, and cauldron bubble. 

2 Wkch. Cool it with a baboon's blood* 
Then the Charm is firm and good. 1 

Enter -Hecate, and other three Witches*. 

Hec. Oh ! wejl done ! I commend your pains r 
And every one fhall {hare i'th 1 gains. 
And now about the cauldron fing, j 

Like elves and fairies in a ring, > 

inchanting all that you put in. J* 

Mufick and a Song. 

Black fyirits and whit e r 
Blue Jpirits andgrey r 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, ■ 
Tou that mingle may.. 
2 Witch * By the pricking of my thumbs 
Something wicked this way comes i 
Open locks, whoever knocks. 

Enter Macbeth. 

., Macb. How now, you fecret, black, and midnight 

hags? 
Whatis'tyoudo? 

AIL A deed -without a. name. 
. Mack. I conjure you, by that which you profefi* 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anfwer me. » 

Though you. untie the winds, and let them fight - v 

O 3 Againft 



Againft the churches ; though the yefty wave* 

Confound and fwallcw Navigation up 5 

Though bladcd corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down, 

Though cafiles topple on their warders' heads j 

Though palaces and pyramids do flope 

Their heads to their foundations 5 though the treaiure 

Of Nature's Germins tumble all together, (19} 

Even till deftru&iqn ficken : anlwerme . 

To what I ask you. 

1 Witch. Speak. 

7, Witch. Demand. 

x Witch. We'll anfwer. 

s Witch. Say, if th' hadft rather hear it from our 
mouths, 
Or from our matters ? 

MacL Call 'cm : let me fee 'en*. 

1 Witch. Pour in fow's blood; that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow; grea&, that's fweaten 
From the murth'rer's gibbet, Anew 
Into the fianse : 

AU. Come high or low: ' .-. * " 

Thy felf and office deftly fhow. [Abedr. 

Apporitlm of an armed hiad rifts. 

Mach. Tell me, thou unknown Fewer— 

1 Witch. He knows thy thought: 
Hear his fpeech, but fay thou nought- ' ^ m 

Jpp. Macbetk* Macbeth! Macbeth! beww Hacthf! 

Beware the thm of Fi fi difinife me enough^ 

• [Defends. 

Uub. Whate'er thou art, (or thy good Camion, 
thanks. 
Thou'ft ban>M my fear aright. But one word more— 

1 Witch. He will not be commanded 5 here's another 

(,g) TTf % the Treafure 

Of Nature" $ gerpisins tumble 4// t&frtber^ ^ 

Thus *11 the printed Copies $ and Mr. Pope has efcplam'd Ger- 
main* by KiufrU: but I have almdy prw'd in a Note »poo 
X.Lttr, thatwa mufticad, G*w*s, U *» Sttds* 

More 
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More potent than the fir*. [ Thunder. 

Apparition,*/ a bloody chili rifis. 

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 

Much. Had I three ears, IM hear thee. 

App. Be bloody, bold, and refolute ; laugh to fcorn 
The pow'r of man ; for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. [Defcends* 

Macb. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear p£ 
thee? 
But yet I'll make aflurance double fure, 
And take a bond of Fate ; thou (halt not live, 
That I ma^ tell pale-hearted fear, it lyes 1 
And fleep in lpight of thunder. ' [Thunders. 

Apparition */ a child crrwntd, with a trie in hit band* 

**/«• 
Whst 11 this, 

, That rifes like the iffiie of a King, 
And wean upon his baby-brow the round 
And |pp of So vereiwuty ? 

AH. Liften, butfpeaknot. 

App. Be lion-nettled, proud, and take no care, 
Who chafe*, who frets, or where confpirers are ; 
Macbeth QttJi never vanquiuVd be, untU 
Great Birnam-wood to Dunfinenfi high hill 
Shall come agaiaft him. [De/cmdu 

Mad. That witt never be : 
Wh9 can imprefi the fbreft, htd the tree l 

Unfix hjs earth-bound root * Sweet boadments f good ! 
Rebellious head rife never, till the wood [to) 

.Of 

. (»•) RebeUieu* Dead, rife never tiUthe WtU 

Of Btfnam rife, Sec] Thus all the Impreflioas, from the very 
Beginning* exhibit this Pafiage: but I cannot imagine what No-< 
tion the Editow could have of the Dead being rehMntt It 
looks to me, as if they were content to believe the Poet ge- 
nuine, wherever he was myfteriou* beyond being underfoot!* 
The Emendation of one Letter gives us clear Senfe, and the 
very Thing which Mtubttb (hould be fupgos'd to fay here. We 
ttraft reftwe O 4. Mebtlr 
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Of Birnam rife, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
•Shall live the leafe of Nature, pay his breath 

To time and mortal cuftom ! Yet my heart 

Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your Art 
Can tell fo much) mail Banquo's iflue ever 
Reign in this Kingdom ? 

AIL Seek to know no more. 

[The Cauldron Jinks into the Ground, 
Macb. I willbefatisfy'd. Deny me this, 
And an eternal curfe fall on you ! let me know, 
Why finks that cauldron ? and what noife is this ? 

[Hautlm. 
i Witch. Shew ! 
z Witch. Shew ! 
• 3 Witch. Shew ! 

.,► ML Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like fhadows, fo depart. 

[Eight Kings appear and pa/s over in order, and (21) 
Banquo ; the laft, with a glafs in his hand. 
Macb. Thou art too like the fpirit of Banquo ; down! 
Thy crown does fear mine eye- balls. ——And thy hair 
(Thou other gold-bound brow) is like the firft . ■ 



Rebellious Head rife never, 



M e~*».* VH « uvau njc never, 

i. e. Let Rebellion never make Head againft me, till a Foreft 
move, and I /hall reign long enough in Safety. 

(21) Might King* Appear and p aft ever in trier, «m/BanqnO 
laft, v>itb a Glafs in bis band.] The Editors could n»t help blun- 
dering even in this Stage- Dire a ion. For 'tis not Ban quo, wno 
brings the Glafs ; as is evident from the following Speech 1 
And yet tbe Eighth appear*, who bears a Glafs, 
Wbitb Jbewt me many more : and Some / fee, 
That twofold Balls, and treble Scepters carry. 
I have quoted the laft Line, beeaufe it will not be amifs to 
©bferve, that this fine Play, 'tis probable, was not writ till af- 
ter ^. ElixabetPs Death. Thefe Apparitions, tho' very pro- 
perly (hewn with Regard to Macbeth, yet arc more artfully fo, 
when we confider the Addrefs of the Poet in complimenting 
K. Jama I. here upon his uniting Scotland to England: and 
when we confider t#o, that the family pf the Stnartt arc faW 
to be the direct Dependents from Ban^ut, 

h 



The Tragedy j/MacbSth. 3 zi 
A third is like the former*— filthy hags I 
Why do you ftew me this ? .A fourth ? -1— .Start 

eye ! * 

What ! will the line ftretch out to th' crack of Doom ?— . 

Another yet ? A feventh ! Til fee no more~— 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glafs,. 
Which fliews me many more ; and fome I fee, 
That twofold balls and treble fcepters carry. 
Horrible fight f nay, now, I fee, 'tis true j 
For the blood-bolter 'd Banquo fmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What, is this fo ? 

i Witch. Ay, Sir, all this is fo. But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come, fitters, chear we up his fprights, 
And (hew the bed of our delights ; * 

I'll* charm the Air to give a Sound, 
While you perform your antick round : 
That this great King may kindly fey, 
Our duties did his welcome pay. [Mufeck.. 

\ihe witches dance and vaniJbV 

Macb. Where are they ? gone?— Let this pernicious- 
hour 
Stand ay accurfed in. the kalendar ( 
Come in, without there! 

Enter Lenox; 

ten. What's your Qrace's will ? 
' Macb. Saw you the weird fillers ?." 

Lett. No, my lord.. 

Macb. Came they not by you ?" 

Len. No, indeed, my lord. 

Macb. Infefted be the air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thofe that truft them M did hear 
The galloping of horfe. Who was't came by ? 

Le». Tis two or three, my lord, that bring yor 
word, 
Macduff Is fled to England;. 

Macb. Fled to England 7 

Len. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb. Time, thou anticipate my dread exploits : 

O c ■ ' * Th« 
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The flighty purpofe never is o'er-took, 

Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment, 

The* very firftlings of my heart ihall be 

T"he firftlings of my hand. And even now 

To crown my thoughts with ads, be't thought and 

done! 
The Caftle of Macduff I will furprife, 
Seize upon Iift 9 give to the edge o* tb' fword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate fouls 
That trace him in his line . No boafting like a fool, 
This dee4 Ml do before this purpofe cool. 
But no more fights. Where are thefe gentlemen ? 
, Come bring me where they are, [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to MacduJFj Gafth */ Fife. 
Enter Lady Macduff, her Skt, W&ofle, 

~L.Macd. TT/HAT had hedone, to make hhn fly 
W thpLandf 

Roffk. You muft have patience* Madam. 

L. Macd. He had none ; 
His flight wVs madnefi ; when our a&ions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 

Rojfe. You know not, 
Whether it was his wifdom, or hi4 fear. 

L. Macd. Wifdom? to leave his wife, to leave hk 
babes, 
His manflon, and* his titles, in a place 
From whence himfelf does fly ? he loves us not, 
He wants ' Ije nat'ral touch \ for the poor wren, 
The mofl diminutive of birds, will fight, 
Her young ones in her neft, againft the owl : 
41) is the fear, and nothing is the love ; 
As little is the wHdom, where the flight 
So runs againft all reafon. 

Rojfe. My Deareft Coufin, 
J pray you, fchool your felf ; but for your husband, 
He's noble, wife, judicious, and belt knows 
The fits o' th' feafon. I dare not fpeak much further, 

But 
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But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 
And do not know ourfelves : when we hold rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not-what We ftar j 
Bat float upon a wild and violent fea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you * 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again.: 
Things at the worft will ceafe, or effe dimb upward 
To what they were before : My pretty Coufin, 
Blcffing upon you ? 

L. Macd. FatherM he is, and yet he's fatherlefi. 

Rofe. I jyn fo much a fool, mould I flay longer* 
It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort,. 
1 tie my leave at once. [£*#Roffe.; 

L.Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead,. 
And what will you do now ? how will you live r 

Son. As birdsdo, Mother.' 

I. Macd. What, on worms and flies ? 

Son. On what I get, I mean j> and fo do they. 

,L. Macd. Poor bird! Thou'dft never fear the net* 
nor lime : 
The pit-fall, nor the gin. 

Son. Whyfhouldl, Mother t poor birds, tfiey ar* 
not fet for. 
My father is not dead for all your Saying. 

L. Macd. Yes* he is dead ; how wilt thou do for at 

Sw. Nay, how will y ou do for a husband ? 
b Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any markefc 
Son Then you'll buy 'em to fell again. ;- 
Tmul Thou fpeak'ft with all thy wit, and jfcfc 

yfaith* ' 

With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor* mother £• 

L.Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor ? 

h. Macd. Why, one that fwears and lies. 
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L. Maul. Every one. 

Son. Who muft hang them ? 

L. Macd. Why, the honeft men. 

Son. Then the liars and fwearers are fools ; for there 
are liars and fwearers enow to beat the honeft men, and 
hang up them. 

L. Macd. God help thee, poor monkey ! but how 
wilt thou do for a father ? 

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him : if you 
would not, it were a good fign that I mould quickly 
have a new father. 

L: Macd. Poor prarleri how thou talk'fi ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Me/. Blefs you, fair dame ! I am not to you known, 
Though in your ftate of honour I am perfect ; 
I doubt, fome danger does approach you nearly- 
If you will take a homely man's advice, 
Be not found here ; hence with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks, I am too favage j 
To do worfe to you were fell cruelty, 
JAf hich is too nigh your perfon. Heay*n preferve yoa t 
I dare abide no longer. [Exit Mejfennr. 

L. Macd. Whither mould I fly ? 
I've done no harm. But I remember now, 
I'm in this earthly world, where to do harm 
Is often laudable ; to do good, fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then, alasf 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To fay,, I'd done no harm? -what are thefc faces I 

Enter Murtberers. 

Mur. Where is your husband T 

L. Macdl I hope, in no place fo unfanclified^ 
Where fuch as thou may'ft find him. 

Mur. He's a traitor, 
, Son. Thouly'ft, thou fhag-ear*d villain. 

Mur* What, you egg ? [StaEling him. 

Young fry of treachery f 

Son* 
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Sort. He'as kill'd me, mother. 
JUn away, pray you. 

[Exit £. Macduff, crying Murther ; Murtheren 
purfue her. 

SCENE changes to the King gf England** 
Palace. 

Enter Malcolm and Macduffl 

Mal.T ET us feck out fomcdcfolatc (hade, and there 
I ^ Weep our fad bofoms empty. 

Maca\. Let us rather 
Hold fail the mortal fword ; and, like good men, 
Beftride our dowiifai birth-doom : each new morn' 
New widow* howl, new orphans cry ; new forrowa 
Strike heaven on the face, that it refounds 
As if it felt with Scot/and, and yell'd out 
Like fyllables of dolour; 

Mai. What I believe, I'll wail ; 
What know, believe ; and what I can redrefs, 
As I mall find the time to friend, I will. 
What you have fpoke, it may he fo, perchance; 
> This tyrant, whofe fofe name blifters our tongues, 
Was once thought honeft : you have leVd him wcll,- 
He hath not touch'd you yet. I'm young -,. but fome* 

thing (22) 
You may deferve of him through me, and wifdom. 
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb, 
T' appeafe an angry God. 

Macd. I am riot treacherous^ 

MaL But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil 
In an imperial Charge. I crave your pardon : 

(ai) __ Tm young, but fmetbing 

You. may difcern of him through me, &c] If the whole- 
Tenour of the Context could not have convinced our blind Edi- 
tors, that we ought to read deferve inftead of difcern, (as I have, 
corrected in the Text,) yet Macdtfa Anfwer, fure, might have 
given them feme light, n . J am. net trtacbtrotu 

That 
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That which you arc, my thoughts cannot tranfpoie } 
Angels are bright ftill, though the brightcft fell : 
Though all things fouf would wear the brows of Grace, 
Yet Grace muft look Hill f<x 

fdafl IVe loft my hopes. 

Mai. Perchance, ey'n there, where I di4 find my 
doubts. 
Why in that xawnefs left yon wife and children, 
Thofe precious motives, thofe ftrong knots of love. 
Without leave-taking ? — I pray you. 
Let not my jealoufier be your di/honours, 
But mine own fafeties : you may be rightly ydk, 
Whatever I ftali think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country I 
Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Bafis fure, 
For goodnefs dares. not check thee! Wear" thou thy 

wrongs, 
His title is afrear'd. Fare thee well, lord : 
I would not be the villain that thou think'ft, 
For the whole fpace that's in die tyrant's graljy 
And the rich Eaft to boot. 

Mai. Be not offended ; 
I fpeak not as in abfolute fear of you. 
I think, our country finks beneath the y oak i 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaJh. 
Is added to her wounds. I think withal,' 
There would be hands up-lifted in ray Right : 
And here from gracious England have I Offer 
Of goodly thoufands. But for all this, 
When I fhail tread upon the Tyrant's head, 
Or wear it on my fword, yet my poor Country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 
More fufrtr, and more fundry ways than ever* 
By him that fhall fccceed. 

Macd. What fliouM he be ? 
* Mai. It is my felf I mean, in whom I know - 
AH the particulars of vice fo grafted, 
That, when they /hall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will feem as pure as fnow, and the poor State 
EJfeem him as a Iamb, being compared 

* r With 
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With 017 confinclcfs harms. 

Macd. Not m the legion* 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd; 
In Evils to top Macbtib. 

MaL I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, falfe, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, fmhcking of tv'ry fin 
That has a name. Bat there's no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuoufnefs : your wives, vow daughter** 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The cittern of my luft ; and my defile 
AH continent impediments would o'er-bear, 
That did oppofe my will. Better Matktk, 
Than fuch an one to reign. 

Macd. Boundlefs intemperance 
In nature is a tyranny ; k hath been 
TV untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But fear not ytt 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleasures in a fpacious plenty, 
And yet feem cold, the time you may fo hoodwink x 
We've willing dames enough ; there cannot bo 
That Vulture in you to devour fo many, 
As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfclvas* 
Finding it fo inclin'd. 

•Mai. With this, there grows, 
In my moft ill-corapesM affection, fuch 
A ftanchlefs Avarice, that, were I King* 
I (hould cut off the Nobles for their lands ; 
Defire Jiis jewels, and this other's houfe * 
And my more-having would be as a fawce 
To make me hunger more ; that I (hould forge 
Quarrels unjuft againft the good and loyal, 
Deitroying them for wealth. 

Macd. This Avarice 
Sticks deepex % grows with more pernicious root (23-) 

Than. 

(ij) ■ giw wtb wre pmichm Rut 

Than fimmer-kvo^ Lmft.], lir.Wirburto* coftcurr'4 
Vith me in obfenung* that Summtr-fiming has no Manatr of 

SCAfc fc 
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Than fummer-teeming luft ; and it hath been 
The Sword of our {lain Kings : yet do not fear; 
Scotland ^h. foyfons, to fill up your will. 
Of your mere own. All thefe are portable, 
With other Graces weigh'd, 

Macd. But I hive none j the King-becoming graces, 
As juftice, verity, temp'rance, ftablenefs* 
Bounty, perfev'rance, mercy, lowlinefs r 
Deletion, patience, courage, fortitude ; 
I have no reliih of them, but abound. 
In the divifion of each feveral crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ihould 
Pour the fweet milk of Concord into Hell, 
Uproar the univerfal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. Oh Scotland! Scotland! ■ 

Mai, If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak ;, 
I am as I have fpoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern? 
No, not to live. O nation miferable, 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody -fceptred ! 
When lhalt thou fee thy wholefome days again ? 
Since that the trued Iflue of thy Throne 
By his own int;erdidion (lands accurft, 
And does blafpheme his Breed. Thy royal father 
Was a moil fainted King ; the Queen, that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her knees than, en her feet, - 
Dy'd every day (he liv'd* Oh, fare thee well f 
Thefe evils, thou repeat'ft upon thy felf, 
Have banifh'd me from Scotland. Oh, my breaft ! 
Thy hope ends here. 

Mai. Macduff, this noble Paflion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my foul! 

Senfe : We therefore Both corrected conje&uralljr, 

Than &0vm«r-teeming Luft. j 

L e. the Paflion, which tefts no longer than the Heat of Lifej I 
and which goes off in the JVintnrot Age. Befides, the Meti- ; 
phor is orach more juft by our Emendation j for Summer if 
the Seaibn in which Weeds get Strength, grow rank, and dilate I 
tfctmfchres* - 

Wip'J 
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Wip'd the black fcruples; reconcird my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilifh Macbeth 
By many of thefe trains hath fought to win me 
Into his pow'r~: and modeft wifdom plucks me 
From over-credulous hafte; But God above 
Deal between thee and me f for even now 
I put my felf to thy direction, and 
Unfpeak mine own detradtion ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon my felf, 
For Grangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman, never was forfworn, 
Scarely have coveted what was mine own, 
At no time broke my faith, would not betray 
The devil to his fellow, and delight 
No lefs in truth, than life : my firft falfe-fpeaking 
Was this upon my felf. What I am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor Country's, to command ; 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 
Old Steward with ten thoufand warlike men, 
All ready at a point, was fetting forth. 
Now we'll together, and the chance of goodnefs 
Be like our warranted quarrel f Why are you filent ? 

Mac J. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once % 
*Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a DoSor. 

MaL Well ; more anon. Comes the King forth, I 
pray you ? 

I)o8. Ay, Sir ; there are a crew of wretched fouls, 
That flay his Cure ; their malady convinces 
The great affay of Art. But, at his Touch, 
Such fandfcity hath heaven given his hand, 
They prefently amend. [Ex*** 

MaL I thank you, Dottor. 

Macd. What's the Difeafe he means ? 

Mai. TiscalPd the Evil; 
A mod miraculous Work in this good £ing, 
Which often fmce my here remain in England 
I've feen him do. How he follicits fceav'n, 
Himfelf beft knows ; bat ftrangely-vifited people, 

All 
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Allfwem and uk>rous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere defoair of forgery, he cures ; 
Hanging* golden Stamp about their Necks, 
Put on with holy Prayers : and 'tis spoken, 
To the fucceeding Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benedi&ion. With this ftrange virtue, 
He hath a heavenly gift of Prophecy ; 
And fundry -bleffiags hang about his Throne, 
That fpeak, him full of Grace. 

Entir Roflfe. 

Macd. See, who comes here ( 

Mai. My country man j but yet I know him not. 

Macd. My ever-gentle Coufin, welcome hither. 

Mai. I know him now. Good God betixnes remove 
The means that makes at Grangers I 

Rofe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

RoJJe. Alas, poor Country, 
Almoft afraid to know it felf. It cannot 
Be calPd our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once feen to finile : 
Where figjis and groans, and (hrieksthat rend die air, 
Are made, not mark'd ; where violent farrow items 
A modern ecftafie : the dead-man's Knell 
Is there fcarce ask'd, for whom : and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowery in their cape ; 
Dying, or ere they ficken. 

Macd. Oh, relation 
Too nice, and yet too true f 

Mai. What's the ncweit grief? 

Rofe. That of an hour's age doth hifs the fpeaker* 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife ? 

Rofe. Why, well. — — ' 

Macd. And all my children ? 

Rofe. Well too - 



acd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 
Rofe. No; they were well at Peace, when I did 
leave *em. 

Macd. 



Matd. Be not a niggard of four fpeech :. how goes it ? 

#£^&. When I came hither to tranfport the tidings, 
Which I have, heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneft'd the rather, 
For that I law the Tyrant's Power a-fbot ; 
Now is the time of help j your eye in Scotland 
Would create fbldiers, and make women fight, 
To doff their dire diftrefles. ^ 

MaL Be't their comfort 
We're coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siwardzoa ten thoudind men 5 
An older, and a better foldier, none 
That Chriftendom gives out. 

RoJJe. 'Would I could anfwer - 
This comfort with the like ! Set I have words, 
That would be howl'd out in die defart air, 
Where Hearing mould not catch them. 

Abed. What concern they P 
The gen'ral caufe ? or k k a fee-grief, 
Dee to fosse fingle breaft ? 

- Jfc/fr. No mind, that's honed; 
But in it {hares forae woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to vou alone. 

Macd. It it bemtae,' 
Keepit not from me, quickly let me have it. . 
. Rojfe. Let not your ears defpife my tongue for ever. 
Which (hail poffefs them with the heavkft Sound, 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd, Hum ? I guefs at k. 

Roffe. Your Caftle is furpriz'd, your wife and babes 
Savagely ilaughter'dj to relate the manner, .. - 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murther'd deer 
To add the death of you. 

MaL -Merciful heav'n f 
What, man! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give forrow words; the grief, that does not fpeak* 
Whifpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd. My children too ! * 

M*fi. Wife, children, fervants, all that could be found- 

Maca* 
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Macd. And I muft be from thence! my wife kHIM too ! 

Rojfe. I've faid. 

Mai. Be comforted, 
Let's make us med'cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children.— —AH my pretty ones ? 
Did you fay, all? what, all? oh, hell kite! all? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell fwoop ? 

Mai. Difpute it like a Man, 

Macd. I {hall do fo: 
But I mull alfo feel it as a Man. 
I cannot but remember fuch things were, 
That were moft precious to me : did heav'n look on, 
And would not take their part ? finful Macduff* 
They vvere all ftruck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for they* .own demerits, hut for mine, 
Fell Slaughter on their fouls : heav'n reft them now f 

Mai. Be this the whetftoneof your fword, let grief 
Convert to wrat|i : blunt not the heart, enrage it, 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav'n I 
Cut ftort all intermiffion % front to front, 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and my felf; 
Within my fword's length fet him, if he 'fcape> * 
Then heaven forgive him too ! 
.♦ Mai. This tune goes manly : 
Come, go we to the King, our Power is ready ; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powers above 
Put on their Inftruments. Receive what cheer you. may ; 
The night it long, that never finds the day, [Exeunt* 
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A C T V. 

S C E N E, An Ante-chamber in MacbcthV 
Caftle. 

Enter a Do#or o/Pty/ici, and a Gentlewoman. 

Doctor. 

I HAVE two nights watch'd with you, but can per- 
ceive no truth v in your report. When was it, fhe 

laft walk'd ? 

Gent. Since his Majefty went into the field, I have 
feen her rife from her bed, throw her night-gown upon 
her, unlock her clofet, take forth paper, fold it, write 
upon't, read it, afterwards feal it, and again return to 
beds Yet all this while in a mod fait fleep. 

Do3. A great perturbation in nature ! to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep, and do the efFecls of watching. 
In this flumbry agitation, bcfides her walking, and other 
a&ual performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her fay ? 

Gent. That, Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Do Si. You may to me, and 'tis moft meet you mould. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no wit- 
nefs to confirm my fpeech. 

Enter Lady Macbeth with a Taper. 

Lo, you f here ihe comes : this is her very guife, and, 
upon my life, fall afleep ; obferve her, (land clofe. 

D08. How came (he by that light ? 

Gent. Why, it Hood by her : ihe has light by her 
continually, 'tis her command. . 

Do&. You fee, her eyes are open. 
. Gent. Ay, but their fenfe is ihut. 

Doft. What is it ihe does now ? look, how ihe xuba 
her hands. 

Gentl 
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Girt. It is an accuftom'd A&ion with her, to feem 
thus wafhing her hands : I hare known he* continue in 
this a quarter of an hour. 

Lady. Yet here's a fpot. 

Doa. Hark, (he fpeaks. I will fet down what cones 
fiom her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly. 
> Lady. Out f damned fpot; cut, I fay — one ; two; 
why then, 'tis time to do't — hell is murky. Fie, my 
lord, fie! afoldier, and afraid? what need we fear who 
knows it, when none can call our power to account ? — 
yet who would have thought the old man to have had 
fo much blood in him ? 

Doa. Do you mark that ? 

Lady. The Thane of Fife had a wife j where is fhe 
now v what will thefe hands ne'er be dean ? — no 
more o* that, my lord, no more o' that : you mar all 
with this flirting. 

Doa. Go to, go to; you have known what yeu 
mould not. 

Gent. She has fpoke what {he mould not, I am fare 
of that : heav'n knows, what fhe has known. 

Lady. Here's the fmeH of the blood Hill : all the per- 
fumes of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand. Oh ! 
oh! oh! 

Doa. What a figh is there? -the heart is foiely 
charged. 

Gent. I would not have fuch a heart in my bofom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doa. Well, well, well — — 

Gent. Pray God, it be, Sir. 

Doa. This difeafe is beyond my pra&ice : yet I have 
known thofe which have walk'd in their fleep, who 
have died holify m their beds. 
^ Lady. Walh your hands, put on your Nighfrgown, 
look not fo pale « ■ • « ■ ■ I tell yon yet again, Banamot 
buried ; he cannot come out of his Grave. 

Doa. Even fo ? ' 

Lady. To hed, to bed; there's knocking at the gate : . 
dome, come, come, come, give me your hand ; what's 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed* [Ex. La. 



D*a. Will Abe go new to bed ? 

Gent. Direflly. 

Doa. Foul whifpVings are abroad ; unnatural deeds " 
Do breed unnat'ral troubles. Infe&d minds 
To tl>eir deaf pillows will difcharge their Secrets 
More needs me the Divine, than the Phyfician. " 
God, God, forgwe us all ! Look after her ; 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And fUll keep eyes upon her j fo, good night. 
My mind fhe'aa mated, and amaz'd my fight. 
I think* bat dare not fpcak. 

Gent. Good night, good Doctor. [Exeunt. 

SCENE thongttUaFttldi wtkaWotd 
at dtflance. 

Enter Menteth, Cathnefs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 

Ment.i^T* H E EngliJh?owet is near, lfed on by Makdm> 
X His uncle Si<ward, and the good Macduff. 

Revenges burn iit them : for their dear cauica 

Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 

Excite the mortified man* 
Ang. Near Birnant-wood 

Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming. 
Cat A. Who known, if Donalbain be with his brother X 
Len. For certain, Sir, he is not : I've a file 

Of all the Gentry; there is Swards fon, (24) 

(24) ■ there is Siward'i Sen, 

And many unruiPd Ybutbs, that evetrnow 
Protefi their frfi of Manhood. 1 Thk unr*ffd is a tack 
Sophistication put upon us by Mr, Pope, in his extraordinary 
Sagacity j implying, that Malcolm had many Soldiers in his Ranks 
too young to wear a Ruffe. This happy Conftru&ion might re- 
duce One into an Error, who was not acquainted with that Gen* 
tleman'a Spirit of Critieifm. "Tit true, the old Edition* read 

mnruffe Youths \ and our great Orbitiut did not difcern thee 

thi* wa» the antiquated way of fpelling, unrough, u e. fmeoth* 
thin'd,. imherhtu And our Author particularly delights in t3ii» 
Mode of Expreflion. 

* And 
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And many unrough youths, that even now 
Proteft their firft of manhood. . 

Meat. What does the tyrant ? 

Catb. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly fortifies ; 
Some (ay, he's mad : others, that leffer hate him, 
Do call it valiant fury : but for certain, 
He cannot buckle his diftemper'd Caufe 
Within the belt of Rule. 

Ang. Now does he feel 
His fecret murthers flicking on his hands ; 
Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 
Thofe, he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love: now does he feel his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfifh thief. * 

Ment. Who then mall blame 
His pefter'd fenfes to recoil, and ftart, 
WJjen all that is within him does condemn 
It felf, for being there ? 

Catb. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd : 
Meet we the med'cine of the fickly Weal, 
And with him pour we, in our Country's purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Len, Or fo much as it needs, 
To dew the fovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
Make up our March towards Birnam. 

SCENE, the Caftle «/Dunsi nan e. 

Enter Macbeth, Dotfor, and Attendants. 

Mad. T) R I N G me no more Reports, let them 
JL> fly all : 

'Till Birnam-wood remove to Dunfinane, 

J cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm? 

Was he not born of woman ? Spirits, that know 

All mortal confequences, have pronounc'd it : 

« Fear not, Macbeth ; no man, that's born of woman, 

« Shall e'er have power upon thee. Then fly, falfe 

Thanes, 

' ' . And 
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And mingle with the Englijh Epicures. 
The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never fagg with doubt, nor make with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd lown ! 
Where got'ft thou that goofe-look r 

Ser. There are ten-thoufand — — 

Macb. Geefe, villain I 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir, 

Macb. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear* 
Thou lilly-liver'd boy. What foldiers, patch ? 
Death of thy foul ! thofe linnen cheeks of thine 
Are counfellors to fear. What foldiers, whey-face ? 

Ser. The Englijh force, fo pleafe you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence — > Sty ton / — I'm fick at 
heart. 

When I behold_ Seyton, I fay f This pulh ' 

Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now. 
I have liv'd long enough : my way of life 
Is falTn into the Sear, the yellow leaf ; 
And that, which fhould accompany old age» 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I mud not look to have : but, in their dead, 
Curfes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath, . 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not, 
Seyton, ■ ■ 

Enter Seyton. 

Sey. .What is your gracious pleafure ? 

Macb. What news more ? 

Sey. All is confirmed, my lord, which'was reported* 

Macb. I'll fight, 'till from my bones my flefh be hackt; 
Give me my armour. 

Sey. *Tis not needed yet 

Macb. I'll put it on. 
Send out more horfes, skirre the country round ; 
Hang thofe, that talk of fear. Give me mine armour. 
How does your Patient, Doctor ? 

D08. Not fo fick, my lord, 

Vol. VI. ' P- As 
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As fhc is troubled with thick- coming fancies, 
' That keep her from her Reft. 

Macb. Core her of that: 
Canft thou not minifter to a mind difeas'd, . 
Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow, 
Raze out the written troubles -of the brain ; 
And, with fome fweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanfe the ftuffd bofom of that perilous ftnff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Do3. Therein the Patient 
Mu£b minifter unto hirofelf. 

Macb. Throw phyfick to the dogs. Tit none of it— 
Come, put my armour on; give me my ftaiF. 
Seyton, lend out — Doctor, the Tbattej fly from me — 
Come, Sir, difpatch — If thou coold'ft, Dodor, caft 
The water of my Land, find her difcafe, 
And purge it to a found and priftine health ; 
I would applaud thee to the very Echo, 
That mould applaud again. PulTt off, I fey — 
Whatrubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug, 
Would fcour thefe Eng&Jb hence ! hear'ft thou of them \ 

DoB. Ay, my good lord; your royal Preparation 
Makes us hear fomething. 

Macb, Bring it after me ; 
I will not be afraid of death and bane, 
'Till Btrttam~foTt& come to Dun/inane. 

Docl. Were I from Dunfinanc away, and dear, 
Profit again fhould hardly draw me here. [Extunt* 

SCENE changes to Birnam-/fW. 

Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, SiwardVS«r,Menteth, 
Cathnefs, Angus, and Soldier* marchingx 

Mai. fHOXJS I N S, I hope, the days are near at hand, 
V^ That chambers will be fafe. , 
Ment. We doubt it nothing. 
Siiv. What wood is this before us ? 
Ment. The wood oFBimam. 
Mai. Let every foldier hew him down a bough. 

And 
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And bear't before him ; thereby fhall we fhadow 
The numbers of our Hoft, and make difcovVy 
Err in report of us. 

Sold. It (hall be done. 

Si<w. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps ftill in Dunjtnant, and will endure 
Our fetting down before't. 

MaL 'Tis his main hope : 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and lefs have given him the Revolt ; 
And none ferve with him but conftrained things, 
Whofe hearts are abfent too. 

Mac J. Let our juft cenfures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Induftrious foldierfhip. 

Siw. The time approaches, 
That will with due decifipn make us know 
What weThail fay we have, and what we owe : 
Thoughts fpeculative their unfure hopes relate ; 
But certain iffue Strokes mud arbitrate : 
Towards which, advance the war. [Exeunt marching. 

SCENE changes to the CafiU of Dunfinane. 
Enter Macbeth, Seytbn, and Soldiers with drums and 

colours. 
Macb. TTA N G out our banners on the outward walls, 
JlI The Cry is ftill, they com; our Cattle's 
ftrength 
Will laugH a fiege to fcorn. Here let them lye* 
Till famine and the ague eat them up : 
Were they not forcM with thofe that fhould be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. What is that noife ? 

\.A cry within of women* 
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 
Macb. I have almoft forgot the tatte of fears: 
The time has been, my fenfes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-fluiek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a d&mal treatife rouzc and ftir, 

Pa As 
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As life were in*, I have fupt full with horrors ; 
Direnefs, familiar to my flaughfr ous thoughts, 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that Cry I 

Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. 

Macb. She mould have dy'd hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for fuch a word. 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow. 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft fy liable of recorded time ; 
And all our yefterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dufty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life's but a walking ihadow, a poor Player, 
That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more ! It is a Tale, 
Told by an idiot, full of found and fury, 
Signifying nothing I 

Enter a MeJJfenger. » 

Thou com*ft to ufe thy tongue : thy ftory quickly. 

Me/. My gracious lord, 
Ilhould report That which, I fay, I faw, 
But know not how to do't. 

Macb. Well, fay it, Sir. 

Me/., As I did ftand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'id toward Birnam, and anon, mcthought, 
The Wood began to move. 

Macb. Liar, and flave ! [Striking bim. 

Me/. Let me endure your wrath, if *t be not fo : 
Within this three mile may you fee it coming ; 
I fay, a moving grove. 

Macb. If thou fpeak'ft falfe, 
Upon the next tree (halt thou hang alive, 
'Till famine cling thee: If thy fpeech be footh, 
I care not, if thou doft for me as much. — 
J pull in Refolution, and begin 
To doubt th* equivocation of the fiend, 
That lies tike truth. " Fear not, 'till Birnam-wood 
*< Do oome to Dunfinane" — and now a wood 
Comes toward Dun/mane. Arm, arm, and out I 
If this, which he avouches, does appear. 

There 
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There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here^ 

I 'gin to be a weary of the Sun ; 

And wifli, the ftate o'th' world were now undone. 

Ring the alarum Bell ; blow, wind ! come, wrack f 

At leaft, well die with harnefs on our back. [Exeunt* 

SCENE before Dunsinane. • 

Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their Army 
*wi(b Bough u 

Mai 'VT ow > near enough: yourleavy fcreens throw 

JLAI down, 
And (hew like thofe you are. You (worthy uncle) 
Shall with my .Coufm, your right-noble foir, 
Lead our firft battle. Brave Macduff and we 
Shall take upon's what elfe remains to do, 
According to our order. 
Siiv. Fare you well : 
Do We but find the. Tyrant's Power ta night; 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd. Make all our trumpets fpeak, give them all< 
breath, 
Thofe clam'rous harbingers of blood and death. [Exe. 

[Alarums continued* 
Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. They've ty'd me to a flake, I cannot flyi 
But, bear-like, I muft fight the courfe. What's he,, 
That was not born, of woman ? fuch a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter young SiwarcU 

To, Siiv. What is thy name ? 
Macb. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 
To. $i<w. No : though thou call'ft thy felf a hotter 
name, 
Than any is in hell. 

Macb s My name's Macbeth. 

To. &'w.The devil himfelf could not pronounce a title 
More hateful to mine ear. 

P 3 . Macb* 
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Macb. No, nor more featfal. 

To. Si<w. Thou Ifeft, abhorred Tyrant ; with my fword 
I'll prove the lie thou fpeak'ft. 

[Fight, and young Siwziffsjlatn. 

Macb. Thou waft born of woman ; ■ 

But fwords I fmile at, weapons laugh to fcorn, 
BrandifiYd by man that's of a woman born. [Exit, 

Alarum. Enter Macduff. 

MacJ. That way the noife is : Tyrant, fhew thy face ; 
If thou be'ft (lain, and with no ftroke of mine, 
My wife and children's ghofh will haunt me fBU. 
I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their Haves : Or thou, Macbeth, 
Or elfe my fword with an unbatter'd edge 
I (heath again undeeded. There thou (hould'ftbe — 
By this great clatter, one of greateft note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune 1 
And more I beg not. ! [Exit* Alarum. 

Enter Malcolm^ and Siward. 

Ssw. This way, my lord, the Cattle's gently rendered : 
The tyrant's people on both fides do fight ; 
The noble Thanes do bravely in the war ; 
The day almoft itfelf profefles yours, 
And little is to do. 

Ma/. We've met with foesj 
That ftrike befide us. 

S*<w. Enter, Sir, the Caftle. [Exeunt. Alarum. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Why mould I play the Reman fool, and die 
On mine own fword ? whilft I fee lives, the gaihes 
Do better upon them. 

To him, enter Macduff. . 

MacJ. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Macb. Of all men elfe I have avoided thee : 
Bat get thee back, my foul is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 

MacJ. 
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Macd. I've no words ; 
My voice is in my fword ? thou bloosiier villain, 
Than terms can give thee out. [Fight. Alarum. 

Math. Thou lofeft labour; 
As eafie may "ft thou fhe intrenchant air 
With thy keen fword imprefs, as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crefts, 
I bear a charmed life, which muft not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Mad. Defpair thy Charm f 
And let the angel, whom thou (till haft ferVd, 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. 

Macb. Accurfed be that tongue, that tells me fo, 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man : 
And be thefe juggling fiends no more believ'd, 
That palter with us in a double fenfe ; 
That keep the word of promife to our ear, . 
And break it to our hope 1 Til not fight with thee. 

Meed. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the mew, and gaze o'th' time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer mongers are, 
Painted upon a pole, and under-writ, 
* Here may you fee the tyrant. 

Mack I will not yield, 
To kifs the ground before young Malcolnft feet : 
And to be baited with the rabble's Curfe. 
Though Btrnam-wood be come to Dun/mane, 
And thou, oppos'd, be of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the laft. Before my body 
I throw my warlike ftiield. Lay on, Macduff \ 
Anddamn'd be he, that firft cries, " hold, enough. 

[Exeunt fighting. Alarum*. 

Retreat and fiourijb. Enter with Drum and Colours, 
Malcolm, Siward, RoiTe, Thanes, and Soldiers. 

Mai. I would, the friends, we xnifs, were fafc arriv'd. 
$i*w. Some muft go off: and yet, by thefe 1 fee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

P 4. Mai. 
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MaL Macduff \s miffing, and your noble fon. 

Rojfe. Your Ton, my lord, has paid a foldier's debts 
He only liv'd but 'till he was a man, 
The which no fooner had his prowefs confirm'd, 
la the unfhrinking ftation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'd. 

Si-w. Then is he dead ? 

Rojfe. Ay, and brought off the field: yourcaufe of 
forrow . . 

Muft not be meafur'd by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siw. Had he his hurts before ? 

Rojfe. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why then, God*s foldier be he 1 
Had I as many Cons as I have hairs, 
I would not wilh them to a fairer death : 
And fo his knell is knoll'd. 

Mai. He's worth more forrow> 
And that I'll fpend for him. 

$iw. He's worth no more ; 
They fay, he parted well, and paid his fcore. 
So, God be with him ! — Here comes newer comfort* 

Enter Macduff, imth Macbeth's bead. 

Macd. Hail, King ! for fo thou art. Behold, where 
rftands 
Th' Ufurper's curfed head ; the time is free i 
I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdom's Peers, 
That fpeak my falutatibn in their minds : 
Whofe voices I defire aloud with mine * 
Hail, King of Scotland! 
* All. Hail, King of Scotland! [Fhurijb. 

MaL We fhall not fpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your fev'ral loves, 
And make us even with you. Thanes and kinfmen, 
Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scotland 
In fuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 
That fled the (hares of watchful tyranny ; 

Producing 
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Producing forth the cruel minifters 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like Queen ; 
(Who, as 'tis thought, by felf and violenthand* 
Took off her life ; ) this, and what needful elfe- 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 
We will perform in meafure, time and place : 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite to fee us crown'd at Scone . 

[JFhuriJb. Exeunt mnes. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 



A I US Marcius Coriolanuft, a nobURom&n, bated' 
_ by the common People.. 
Titus Lartius, \ Generals againfi the Volfcians, and 
Cominias, J Friends to Coriolanus. 

Menenius Agrippa, Friend to Coriolanus. 
Sicinius Velutus, ) Tribunes of the People, and enemies t*. 
Junius Brutus*, J Coriolanus. 
Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volfcians.. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 
Young Marcius, Son to Coriolanus. 
Confpirators with Aufidius.. 

Voluxnnia, Mother to Coriolanus*. 
Virgilia, Wife to Coriolanus*. 
Valeria, Friend to Virgilia. 



Roman and Volfcian Senators, jEdiles, Liclors, Soldiers*. 

Common People* Servants to Aufidius,, 

and other Attendants. 



The SCENE is partly in Rome, and partly in tb* 
Territories of the Volfcians, and Antiates. 



R I LA N U S. 



A C T r. 

S C E N E, a Street in ROME. 

Inter a company of mutinous Citizens with Jlaves^ 
clubs, and other weapons, 

v CITIZEN. 

E F O R E we proceed any farther, hear 
me fpeak. 
AIL Speak, fpeak. 

i Gt. You are allrefolv r d rather to die, 
than to famifh ? 
AIL Refolv'd, refolvU 
1 C/V. Firft-, you know, Casus Marcius 
s the chief enemy to the people. 
All. We know't, we know't. 
i C/V. Let us kill him, and we'll' have Corn at our 
)wn price. Is't a Verdift ? 

AIL No more talking on't, let't be done; away, 
tway. 
2. Cit. One word,. good Citizens, 
i C/V. We are accounted poor Citizens; the Patricians, 
good,: what.Authority furfeits on, would relieve us : if 
they would yield us but the fuperfluity, while it were 
wholefome, we might guefs, they relieved us humanely : 

but 
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bat they think, we are too dear ; theieannefs that afflilb 
, us, the obje& of our mifery, is as an inventory to par- 
ticularize their abundance ; oar fufferance is a gain to 
them. - Let as revenge this with our Pikes, ere we be* 
come Rakes : for the Gods know, I {peak this in hun- 
ger for bread, not in thirfl for revenge. 

2 Cit. Would you proceed efpecially againft Cam 
Marcius? 

All. Againft him firil : he's a very dog to the Com- ' 
monalty. 

z Cit. Confider you, what fervices he has done for ! 
his Country?. J 

i Cit. Very well ; and could be content to give him j 
good report for't; but that he pays himfelf with being | 
proud. 
All. Nay, but (peak not malicioufly. •/ 

i Cit. I fay unto you,, what he hath done fa mo u fly, 
he did it to that end; though {bft-confeiene'd Men cat 
be content to fay, it was for his Country ; he did it to ' 
pleafe his Mother, and to be partly proud ; which he ; 
is, even to the altitude of his virtue- . \ 

zjdt. What he cannot help in his. nature, you ac- 
count a vice in him : you mull in no ways fay, he is ] 
covetous. 

i Cit. If I mud not, I need not be barren of accufa- 
tions ; he hath faults, with furplus, to tire in repetition. 
[Shouts within.'] What fhouts are thofe ? the other fide • 
o' th* City is ruen; why ftay we prating here ? To the 
Capitol | 

All. Come, come. I 

1 Cit. Soft — who comes here ? 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that hath a! 
ways lov'd the People. 

i Cit. He's one honeft enough ; 'would,, all the r 
were fo ! 

v Men. What Work's, my Countrymen, in hand 
where go you 

With bats and clubs? the matter—— Speak, I pray you. 

2 G:. 
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2 Cit. Our bufinefs is not unknown to the Senate ; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend 
to do, which now we'll fhew 'em in deeds : they fay, 
poor Suiters have ftrong breaths ; they (hall know, we 
have ftrong arms too. 

Men. Why, Mailers, my good Friends, mine honeft 
Neighbours, 
Will you undo your felves ? 

2 Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 
Men. I tell yon, Friends, moft charitable care 
Have the Patricians of yon : For your wants, 
Your fufferings in this Dearth, yoa may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your ftaves, as lift them 
Againft the Roman State; whole Courfe will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thoufand Curbs 
Of more ftrong Links afunder, than can ever 
Appear in your Impediment. For the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians, make it ; and 
Your Knees to diem (not Arms) muft help. Alack, 
You are tranfported by Calamity 
Thither, where more attends you ; and you {lander 
The Helms o*th' State, who care for you like Fathers, 
When you curie them as Enemies. 

2 Cit. Care for Us \ true, indeed !-— - they ne'er 

car'd for us yet. Suffer us to famifh, and their Storc- 
houfes cramm'd with. grain: make Edicts for Ufury, to 
fupport Ufurers ; repeal daily any wholefome Act efta- 
bliihed againft the Rich, and provide more piercing 
Statutes daily to chain up and retrain the Poof. If the 
Wars eat us not up, they will ; and there's all the love 
they bear us. 

Men. Either you muft 
Confefs your felves wond'rtous malicious, 
Or be accus'd of folly. I mail tell you 
A pretty Tale, (it may be, you have heard it ;) 
But, fince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture 
( 1 ) To flale't a lkde more. t Cit. 

(1) To fcaleV a little mre.] Thus aU the Editions , but without 
any Manner of Scnfe, that I can find out. The Post muft 

have 
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% at. Wcii. 

Pll bear it, Sir ■ > yet you muft not think 
To fob off our difgraces with a Tale : 
But, an'tpleafe yoa, deliver. 

Men. There was a time, when, all the body's mem- 
bers 
Rebelled againft the belly ; thus accus'd it ;,— 
That only, like a Gulf, it did remain 
Tth" midft o W body, idle and una&ive, 
Still cupboarding the Viand, never bearing 
Like labour with. the reft ; where th'other inftruments 
Did fee, and hear, devife, inftru&, walk, feel, 
And .mutually participate, did minifies 
Unto the appetite, and affe&ion common' . 
Of the whole body. The belly anfwer'd — 

2 Cit. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the belly ? 

Men. (2) Sir, I fhall. tell yon. With a kind of 

(mile; 
Whkh ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus — 
(For, look you, I may make the belly {mile, 
As well as (peak) it tauntingly reply 'd 
To th' difcontented Members, th' mutinous Parts, 
That envied his receit ;. even fo moft fitly, 
As you malign our Senators, for that 
They are notfuch as you* =— 

2 Git. Your belly's anfwer*— — what T 
The.kingly- crowned head, the vigilant eye,. 
The counfellor heart, the arm our foldier, 
Our fteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ; 

have wrote, as I have corrected the Text*, and then the Mend- 
ing will be plainly this. " Perhaps, you may have heard my 
" Tale already, but for all That, Til venture' to make it mote 
*' ftale and familiar to You, by telling it over again.'* And 
nothing is mere common than the Verb in this Senfe, with our 
three Capital Dramatick Poets. 

(2) Sir, I Jball tell you with a kind of Smile, 

Which ne'er came from the Lungs,'} Thus all the Editors, 
moft ftupidly, hitherto; as if Men eni us were to imile in telling 
his Story, the' the Lines, which immediately follow, make it 1 
evident that- the Belly was meant t* fmUe*. 

With. 
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"With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they ■— 

Men. What then ? Tore me, this fellow fpeaks. 

What then ? what then ? 

2 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be reftrain'd, 
Who is the Sink o* th' body, — 

Men. Well, what then? 

2 Cit. The former Agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly anfwer r 

Men. I will tell vou» 
H" you'll beftow a iinall (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while ; you'll hear the belly's anfwer. 
2 Cit. Yare long about it. 
Men. Note me this, good Friend * 
Your moft grave belly was deliberate, 
NotraOi, fike his accufers; and thus anfwer'dj 
True is it, my incorporate Friends, quoth he, 
That I receive the general food at Srft, 
Which you do live upon ; and fit it is, 
Becaufe I am the ftore-houfe, and the fliop 
Of the whole body. But, if you do remember, 
I fend it through the rivers of your blood, , 

Even to the Court, the Heart ; to th' feat aW brain ; 
And, through the cranks and offices of man, 
The ftrongeft nerves, and fmall inferior veins, 
From me receive that natural competency, 
Whereby they live. And tho* that all at once, 
You, my good Friends, (this fays the belly) mar* 
me— — — 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. 
Men. Though all at once cannot 
Sse what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet I can make my aadit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flow'r of all, 
And leave me but the bran. What fay you to t r 

2 Cit. It was an anfwer ; how apply you this ? 

Men. The Senators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous Members ; for examine 
Their Counfek, and their Cares ; digeft things rightly, 
Touching the weal oW Common ; you (hall nnu, ^ 
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'No publick benefit, which you receive, 
But it proceeds, or conies, from them to you, 
And no way from, your felves. What do you think ? 
You, the great toe of this Aflcmbly f ■ 

2 Cit. I the great toe ! why, the great toe ? 

Men. For that, being one o* th' loweft, bafeft, 
pooreft, 
Of this moft wife Rebellion, thou goeft foremoft : 
Thou rafcal, that art word: in blood to run, 
Lead'ft firft, to win fome vantage. 
But make you ready your ftiffbats and club*, 
Rome and her ratt are at the point of battle : 
(3) The one fide mufi have bale. 

Enter Cains Marcius. 

Hail, noble MarHmt 
Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you diflcntiou* 
rogues, * 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make your felves fcabs ? 

2 Cits We have ever your good word. ' 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will 
flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have,, ye Curs, 
That like 1 nor peace, nor war ? The one affrights 

you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you, 
Where he mould find you lions, finds you hares : 
Where foxes, geefe : You are no furer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upon die ice, 

(3) The one Side muft bm Bail.] It muft be the vanqullht 
Side, Cure, that could want it ; and who were likely to be their 
Bat It But it is endtefs to queftion with Negligence and Stupi- 
dity, The Poet, undoubtedly, wrote, as I have reftor'd j 

Tb* one Sid* muft bm** Bate 
i. e. Sorrow, Misfortune, muft have the worft of it, be dif- 
comfited. I have reftored this Word in feme other Paflags* of 
our Author $ where the Editors Jtcm'd not to be aware of any 
fuch Word in our Language* 

Or 



Coriolanus. 355 

Or hailftone in the Sun. Your virtue is, 

To make him worthy, whofe offence fiibdues him, 

And curie that juftice, did it. Who deferves Great- 

nefs, 
Defcrves your Hate ; and your affections are 
A fick man's appetite, who defires moft That 
Which would encreafe his evil. He, that depends 
Upon your favours, fwims with fins of lead, 
And hews down oaks with rufhes. Hang ye ■ * 

truftye! 
With every minute you do change a mind, 
And call him noble, that was now your hate ; 
Him vile, that was your garland. # What's the matter, 
That in thefeveral places of the City 
You cry againft the noble Senate, who 
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfe 
Would feed on one another ? what's their Seeking I 
Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof, they 
fay, 
The City is well ftor'd. 

Mar. Hang 'em: they fay I— — 
They'll fit by th' fire, and prefume to know 
Whaf s done i'th' Capitol ; who's like to rife ; . 

Whd thrives, and who declines : fide factions, and give 

out . A 

Conje&ural marriages \ making parties ftrong, 
And feeble fuch, as ftand not in their Liking, - 

Below their cobled fliocs. They fay, there s Grain 

enough! 
Would the Nobility lay afide their ruth, 
And let me ufe my fword, I'd make a quarry 
With thoufands of thefe quarter'd Slaves as high 
As I could pitch my lance. 

Men. Nay, thefe are almoft thoroughly perfuaded . 
For though abundantly they lack difcretion, 
Yet are they pafiing cowardly. But, I befcech you, 
What fays the other troop ? 

Mar. They are diffolv'd ; hang 'em, Prftvetbs / 

They faid they were an hungry, fi ? Vd forth Proverb? , 
That hunger broke fime walls - that dogs muft eat^ 
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That *,•*/ -was made for mouth. that the Gab 

m jent not ™ 

Corn for tie rich men only _ With thefc flireds 

They vented their complainings : which bein E anfwer'A 
And « Petition granted them, a Grange one. 
To break the heart of Generality 

l n ?w k A b M < l P0W ^ look **** the y Arew *eir cap, 
As they would hang thein on the horns oW Moon, 
onouting their emulation. 

Men. What is granted them ? 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wi/doros. 
Of their ownchoice. One's Junius BrutuZ ' 

StctntmVelutui, and I know not- s'death 

The rabble mould have firft unroof 'd the City 
Ere fo prevail'd with me ! it will in time 

JMeSEB arg d 4° W f0tth SrCater * - — 
itf«r. This is ftrange. 

JJ/«r. Go, get you home, you fragments I 

Enter a Mejenger-. 
Mef. Where's Caius Marcius? 

£?"t?" — : what ' s thein *««? 

GarZ'J r S ta f °. n % then we mall have means to vent 
Our mufty fuperfldty. See, our beft Elders t 

**/«• Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutns, Cominius, 
J itus Lartius, w«£ »/&r Senators. 

The^^^ n 'Sr C ' ***"»«• l«ely told«. 

fl -^T 1 ? e ^ ha7eaLea d«-. 
lullus Aufidius, that will put you tot 
I fin in envying his Nobility : 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
■Idwi/hmeonlyhe. •- 

Com, You have fought together ? 

Oirfjr 
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Only my wars with him. He is a lion, 
That I am proud to hunt. 

i Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 
Attend upon Gominius to thefe Wars. 
. Com. It is your former promife. 

Mar. Sir, it is ; • 

And I am conftant : Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tullus" face. 
What, art thou ftiff? ftand'ft out ? 

Tit. No, Caius Marcius* 
I'll lean upon one crutch, and fight with t'other ; 
Ere day behind this bufinefs. 

Men. Q true-bred! ' 

i Sen. Your company to th* Capitol; where, I know, 
Our greateiV Friends attend us. 

Tk* Lead you on ; 
Follow,. Comimus; we muft follow you ; 
Right worthy you Priority. 
Com. Noble Lartius ! ■ 
i Sen. Hence to your homes — begone. 

[To the Citizens. 
Mar. Nay, let them follow ; 
The Volffians have much Corn : take thefe rats thither, 
To gnaw their garners. Worfhipful Mutineers, 

Your valour puts well forth ; pray, follow. 

[Exeunt. 
[Citizens fteal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 
Sic. Was ever man fo proud, as is this Marcius i 
Bru. He has no equal. 

Sic When we were chofen Tribunes for the People— 
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes t 
>Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 
Bru. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird th« 

Gods 

Sic. Be-mock the modeft Moon,— *— 
Bru. The prefent Wars devour him r he is grown 
Too proud, to be fo valiant. 

Sic. Such a nature, 
Tickled with good fuccefs, difdains the fhadow 
Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder, 

His 
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His infolence can brook to be commanded 

Under Conumus. 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, 
In whom already he is well grae'd, cannot 
. Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by 
A Place below the firft ; for what mifcarries 
Shall be the General's fault, tho' he perform 
To the utmoft of a man ; and giddy cenfure 
Will then cry out of Marcius : oh, if he 
Had borne the bufinefs ■ 

Sic. Befides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that fo flicks on Marcius, fhalL 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come, 
Half all Cominius' Honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius earn'd them not; and all his faults 
To Marcius (hall be honours, though, indeed, 
In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the difpatch is made ; and in what faihion, 
More than his iingularity, he goes 
Upon this prefent adHon. . 

Bru. Let's along, . „ . {Exeunt. 

S C £ N E changes U CoriolL * 

Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Senators of CoriolL. 

i Sen. QO, your opinion is, Jufidius, 

tj That they of Rome are entred in our ConiifeJs, 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours ? 
'What ever hath been thought on in this State, 
That could be brought to bodily a&, ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? 'tis not four days gone, 
Since I heard thence— thefe are the words— I think* 
I have the letter here; yes— here it is; 
" They have preft a Power, but it is not known 

[R**at*£. 
« Whether for Eaft or Wefts the Dearth is great, 

-a The 
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€t The People mutinous ; and it is rumour'd, 

• € Comimu*, Marcius your old enemy, 

" (Who is of Rome worfe hated than of you) 

«« And Titus Lartius y a moft valiant Roman, 

*' Thefe three lead on this preparation 

* c Whither 'tis bent — moft likely, 'tis for you : 

" Confider of it. 

i Sen. Our Army's in the Field : 
We never yet made doubt, but Rme was ready 
To anfwer us. 

Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, 'till when 
They needs muft (hew themfelves ; which in the 

hatching, 
It feem'd, appear'd to Rome . By the difcovery 
Wc flxall be ihortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many Towns, ere (almoft) Rome 
Should know we were a-foot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 
Take your Commiffion, hie you to your bands; 
Let us alone to guard Corioli \ 
If they fet down before's, for the Remove 
• Bring up your Army : but, I think, you U find, 
They've not prepar'd for us. 
. Auf. O, doubt not That, 
I fpeak from certainties. Nay more. 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your Honours. 
If We and Cairn Marcim chance to meet, 
•Tis fworn between us, we mall ever ftnkr 
'Till one can do no more. 
jill. The Qods aftft you ! 
juf. And keep your Honours late ! 
I Sen. Farewd. 

z Sen. Farewcl. rjsv,*-/ 

Ml. Farewel. [Exnmt. 
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SCENE change to Caius MarciusV Htufc ht 
Rome. 

Enter Volumnia and Virgilia; they fit down on tnv§ 
low fiocls, and few* 

FpL ▼ Pray you, Daughter, fing, or exprefs your felf 
^ina mofe comfortable fort : if my Son were 
my Husband, 1 would freelier rejoice in that abfence 
wherein he won honour, than in the embracements of 
his bed, where he would (hew moft love. When yet 
be was but tender-bodied, and the only Son of my 
womb ; when youth with comelinefs plucked all gaze 
his way ; when, for a day of Kings' entreaties, a Mo- 
ther fhould not fell him an hour from her beholding ; 
I, confidermg how Honour would become fuch a per- 
son, that it was no better than pidlure-like to hang by 
th' wall, if Renown made it not ftir, was pleas'd to let 
him feek Danger where he was like to find Fame : to 
a cruel war I lent him, from whence he returned, his 
brows bound with Oak, I tell thee, Daughter, I fprang 
not more in joy at firft hearing he was a' man-child, 
than now in firft feeing he had proved, himfelf a Man. 

Fir, But had he died in the bufinefs, Madam ; how 
then? ' 

Vol. Then his good Report fhould have been my Son; 
I therein would have found iflue. Hear me profefs fin- 
cerely : had I a dozen Sons each in my love alike, and 
none lefs dear than thine and my good Marcius, I had 
rather eleven die nobly for their Country, than one 
voluptuoufly furfeit, out of adlion. 

Enter a Gentlewoman, 

Gent, Madam, theLady^/m^is cpmetovifityou. 

Fir, 'Befeech you, give me leave to retire my felf. 

Vol. Indeed, thou (halt not : 
Methinks, I hither hear your Husband's Drum ; 
I fee him pluck Aufidius down by th' hair : 

(As 
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(As children from a bear) the Volfd ihunning him : 
Methmks, I fee him flamp thus— and call thus— 
" Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear 
"Though you were born in Rome;" his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a harveft man, that's task'd to mow 
Or all, or lofe his hire. 
Vir. His bloody brow! oh, Jufiter, no blood f — . 

-*?"•£*!¥• you fo ° l ; k morc becomes a man. 
Than Gilt his trophy. The breaft of Hecuba, 
When fhe did fuckle He<2or 9 look'd not lovelier 
Than Heaor\ forehead, when it (pit forth blood 
At Grecian fwords contending ; tell Valeria* 
We are fit to bid her welcome [Exit Gent. 

%7 5^ blc i* my Lord from fel1 ^iffifar/ 

JV. He'll beat Jufidm\ head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck. 

Enter Valeria mnth an VJker, and a Gentlewoman* 
Val. My Ladies Both, good day to you. 

Vol Sweet Madam 

Vir. I am glad to fee your Ladyfhip— -^ 

fM, How do you Both ? you are manifeft Houfc- 

keepers. What are you fowing here? a fine fpot, hi 

good faith., How does your little Son ? - F ' 

V vi ^f^Of^y^P; well, good Madam. 

aJSL? P 1 ?^ ^fivords, and hear a drum 

than look upon his fchoolmafter. 

*W. O' my word, the Father's Son : I'll fwear, 'tis 
a very pretty Boy. O'my troth, I look'd on him o' 

Wednefday half an hour together h'as fuch a con. 

firmd countenance. I faw him run after a gilded but- 
terfty, and when he caught it, he let.it go again ; and 
after it again j and over and over he come?, and uo 
again; and caught it again; or whether his Fall en- 
ragd him, or how 'twas, he did fo fct his teeth, and 
did tear it ; oh, I warrant, how he mammockt it » 

Vol. One oPs Father's moods. 

Val. Indeed, la, 'tis a noble Child. 

Vir. A crack, Madam, 
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Vmh CdWe, fay afide yourStftchery; I moft have 
you play the idle hufwife with me this afternoon. 
, Vir. No, good Madam, 1 will not out of doors. 

Vtd. Notoufdfdo&rs! 

Vol. She*ma», fhe fliall. 

Vir. Indeed, tfb 9 by your patience ; I'll not dvertbe 
threfhold, 'till my Lord return from the wars. 

Vol. Fie, yon confine your felf moft unreafcmabry : 
Come, you muft<gd vifit the good Lady that ryes in. 

Vir. I will wkh her fpeedy ftrength, and vifit her 
with ray prayers-, but I cannot -go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you ? 

Vir. 'Tis not to fave labour, ndr that I wftUt love. 

Vol. You would be another Penelope ; yet they fay, 
all the ya*n, fhe tfptm m Utyfles\ abferice, did but€l 
hhaca fall of tooth*. 'Goirte, I would, your cambrkk 
were fenfible as your finger, that you might leave prick- 
ing it for pity. Come, you mall go with us. 

Vir. No, goddlftactem, pardon me; indeed, I will 
cot forth* 

Val. In truth, la, go with me, and 1*11 tell you ex- 
cellent news-of your Husband. 

Vir. 0h, igood Madam, there can be none yet. 

Val Verily, I do not jeft with you j there came news 
from him lait night. 

Vir. Indeed, Madam 

VaL In eamoft, it's true; I heard a Senator (peak 
it. Thus it is — — The falfiiwis have tfn army forth, 
againft^whom 'Ctottflrf*; tfaeQelte^al is gone, with one 
fiart of our Roman Power. Your Lord and Titus Lar- 
tim are fet down before their Oily Gorhli\ they no- 
thing doubt prevailing, and to mdke it brief wars. 
This is true, on my honour ; and fo, I pray, go 
with us. 

ft>. Give me excofe, good Madam, I wilrdbey 70a 
In every thing hereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone, .Lady; «s fife is no*, ihe wiD 
but difeafe our better mirth. 

Vol. In troth, I chink, ihe Would : Are you '-well 
then. Come, good fwect Ix&y. Pr*ythee, Vir^Ua, 

turn 
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turn thy Solemnnefs out o' door, and go along with us. 

Vrr. No : at a word. Madam ; indeed, I muft net. 
I wifh you much mirth. 

Vol. Well, thcnfarewel. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes H the Walls of Corioli. 

Enter Marcius, Titus Lartius, with Captains and Sol- 
tiers : To them a Meffenger. 

Mar. XZQnder comes news : a wager, they have met. 
X " tart. My horfe to yours, no. 

Mar. Tisdone. 

Lart. Agreed. 

Mar. Say, hosour General met the enemy ? 

Me/. They lye in view -, but have not fpoke as yet. 

Lart. So, the good horfe is mine. 

Mar. TJ1 buy hum of you. 

Lart. No, Til not fell, nor give him : lend him you. 
I will, 
For half an hundred years : Summon the Town. 

Mar. How far off lye thefe armies ? 

Me/. Within a mile and half. 

Mar. Then fhall we hear their larum, and they ours. 
Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, makems quick in work; 
That we with (moakmg fwords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded Friends! Come, blowthyblaft 

They /bund a Parley. Enter two Senators with others 
on the Walls. 

Tullus Aufidius, h he within your Walls ? 

1 Sen. No, nor a man that feais yrm lefrthan he, 
ThatVleflerthan a little: hark, our Drums 

[Drum *far *ff[ 
Are bringing forth our Youth : we'll break our Walls, 
Rather than they (hall pound us up: our Gates, 
Which yet feem ihut, we have but pinn'd with ruflies ; 
They'll open of themfelves. Hark you, far off 

[Alarum > far *f. 
There is Aufidius. Lift, what work he makes 
Among your cloven army. 

Q. 2 M*v 
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Mar. Oh, they are at it! 

Lart. Their noifc be our inftruftion. Ladders, ho! 

Enter the Volfcians. 

Mar. They fear us not, but iffue forth their City. 
"Now put your fhields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than fhields. Advance, brave 

Titus, 
They do difdain us much beyond our thoughts ; 
Which makes me fweat with wrath. Come on, my 

fellows; 
He that retires, I'll take him for a Volfitan, 
And he (hall feel mine edge. 

[Alarum % the Romans beat back f their Trenches. 

> Re-enter Marcius. 

Mar. (4) All the Contagion of the South light on 
you, 
You (names of Rome, you ! — herds of boils and plagues 
Plaifter you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther than feen, and one infeft another 
Againft the wind a mile ! — you fouls of geefe, 
- That bear the ihapes of men, how have you run 
From Slaves, that apes would beat ? Pluto and Hell ! 
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale, 
With flight, and aeued fear f mend, and charge home, 
Or, by the fires of Heaven, 111 leave the Foe, 
And make my wars on you : look to't, come on ; 

(4) All the Contagion of the South light on Ton, 

Ton Shown of Rome ; yon Herdt $ of Soils ami Plagues 
Plaifter you «V, &c] Thus mtferably did the old Edi- 
tor! give us this Paflage mangled by bad Pointing ; and 
Mr. Pope would not indulge bis private Seafe, by any Alteration 
to make it intelligible. The meaneft Judges of BngHJb noft be 
aware, that no Member of any Sentence can begin with a Geni- 
tive Cafe, and a preceding JNsmimatiw be wanting to govern 
%bat and the Verb. Where, therefore, is the Nominative to, 
*-~— of Boils and Plagues plaifter you o'er ? Or what Senfc or 
Syntax is there in the Parage as it here ftands ? 

U 
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If yoall ftand faft, we'll beat them to their wiyes, 
As they us .to our trenches followed. 

Another alarum, and Marcius follows them to the gates. 

So, now the gates are ope: now prove good feconds f 
Tis for the followers, fortune widens them ; 
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 

« , r* . * ,. l He Mers the Z aU *> **** " fi»* *"' 
i Sol. Fool-hardinels, not I. 

2 Sol. Nor I. 

I ^ / ^ Se t\ theyh T aVefhuthimin: Wrum continues. 
All. To th' pot, I warrant him. 

Enter Titus Lartius. 

hart. What is become of Marcius? 

AIL Slain, Sir, doubtlefs, 

i Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who, upon the hidden, 
Clapt to their gates ; he is himJelf alone, 
To anfwer all the City. 

Lart. Oh, noble fellow ? 
Who, fenfible, out-does his fenfelefs fword, (c) 
And, when it bows, flands up : thou art left, Marcius—" 
A carbuncle inure, as big as thou art, 
Were not fo rich a jewel. Thou waft a foldier (6) 

Evew 

(5) Who fcnfibly outdares bit fenfelefs Sv/ord, 
And wben it bows, fiands up.] 
The fine and eafy Emendation of this Paflage, which I have- 
inferted in the Text, is owing to the ingenious Dr. Tbirlbj* 
' (6) Tbou xoafl a Soldier 

Even to Calvus' JPifi ;] 
T. Lartius is here fumming up his Friend's Character, at t War* 
rior that was terrible in his Strokes, in the Tone of his Voice, 
and the Grimnefs of his Countenance. But who was this Cal- 
vus, that wiuYd thefe three CharaQcrifticks in a Soldier ? Ym 
afraid, Greek and , Roman Hiftory will be at a lofs to account 
for fucb a Man and foch Circumftances join'd to ilgnalize Him. 
I formerly amended the Paflage, and proved that the Poet mod 
nave wrote, 

£ ven to Cato'i Wifi 5 — 

<Lj The 
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Even to Cafe's wifl*, not fierce and terrible 
Only in ftroaks, bnt with thy giim- looks, and 
The thunder-like percuffion of thy founds, 
Thou mad'ft thine enemies (hake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 

Enter Marciu* blading, affauked by the Enemy. 

i Sol. Look, Sir.- 

Lert. O, 'tis Marcitu. 
Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

\Tbey fight ; and all enter the City. 

Enter certain Romans with Spoils. 

i Rom. This will I carry, to Rome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A murrain on't, I took this for fihrer. 

[Alkrum continues JHK after of. 

Enter Marcius andTlm Lastius, wi&a Vnmmfmt. 

Mar. See here thefe Movers, that do prize- their ho- 
nours 
At a crack'd drachm : cufhions, leaden (poons, 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would, 
Bury with, thofe that wore them, thefe. bafe Haves, 
Ere yet the light be done, pack up ; down with them ; 

The Error probably arofe from the Similitude in the Mann- 
fcript of to to Iv: and fo this unknown Wight Calvus fpniog 
up. I come now to the Authorities for my Emendation. P&- 
tareb, in the Ufe of Coriolanus, tweaking of this Hero, fays ; 
He vfat a Man (that which Cato required in a Warrior) not 
only dreadful to mete- with in. tbo Field, by redfin of bit Hand 
and Stroke 5 but infaftportabk to an Enemy , fir the very Tone 
and Accent of bis Voice : and the file Terror of bis Afpect.— 
This again is connrm'd by the HUtorian, in the Life of 
Marcus Cato the Cenfor. In Engagements (fays He;) be would 
vfe to Jk ike lufUljr, with a fierce Countenance fare u$on bti 
Enemies, and with a harfli threatning Voice, accofi them. Nor 
was be out of bis Opinion, wbilft he taught, that fucb rugged 
kind of Behaviour fometimes does Bribe the Enemy more sham the 
Sword it/elf. 

And 
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And hark, what noife the General nopkes f — to him ;— 
There is the man of my foul's hate, Aufidus, 
Piercing our lfrmms: then, valiant %itu* 9 tabq 
Convenient nwbers to mafogooji the City * 
Whilft I, with thofetbat hjfivftth* fpir,*, will haflie 
To help Commas. 

Lart. Worthy Sir, tjiou bleed'ft ; 
Thy exercife haih been too violent 
For a fecond courfe of fight 

Mar. Sir, praiie me not : 
My work bath, yet not wajraVd me. Fare yon, welt : 
The blood, I drop, is rather phy foal 
Than dangerous to me. 
T* jfufidtustbax I witt appear* and fight. 

Lart. Now the bk Goddeft Fortune 
Fall deep in love wkh thee» apd her great cbawn* 
Mifeaide thy oppofers' fwor^s ! bold gentleman ! 
Prosperity be thy page F 

Mar. Thy fnend no lefs, 
Thanthof*JtepI*ethhjgh*ft! £* fettwel 

Lart. Thou wAffthfcft Qfardus, 
Go, found thy trumpet in the raaiiet-place, 
Call thither all the officers o'th' town, 
Where they ihaU know our mind. Away. [Exeunt* 

SCENE changes ta tbt Roman Camp. 

Mnter Cominius rttrtating* with Soldier*. 

Com. T3 Reathe yon, my friends ; wel! fought ; we are 

J3 come off 
Like Romans, neither foolifli in our Stands, 
Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, Sirs, 
We fliall be charg'd again. Whiles we have (truck, 
By interims and conveying gufts, We have heard 
The Charges of our friends. The Roman Gods 
Lead their fuccefles, as we wilh our own ; 
That both pur Powers, with fmiljng fronts encountring? 
May give you thankful facrifice 1 Thy news r 

Q^ 4 Enter 
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Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. The citizens of Cerioli have iffbed, 
And given to Lartius said to Marcius battle* 
I few our Party to the trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Com. Tho' thou fpeak'ft truth, . 
Methinks, thou fpeak'ft not well* How long i**t fince ? 

Mef Above an hour, my lord. 

Com. *Tis not a mile : briefly, we heard their drums. 
How couldft thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring the news fo late ? 

Mef Spies of the Volfdatis 
Held me in chafe, that I was fore'd to wheel 
Three or four miles about ; elfehadl, Sir, 
Half an hour fuice brought my report. 

Enter Marcius* 

Com. Who's yonder, 
N That does appear as lie were flea'd ? O Gods I 
He has the ftamp of Marcius, and I have 
Before time feen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com. The ihepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
More than I know the found oi Marcius tongue 
From every meaner man. 

Mar* Come I too late ? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar. Oh f let me clip ye (7) 
In arms as found, 9s when I woo'd ; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done* . 

(7) Ob! fame clip ye 

In Arms at founds at voben 1 w«V in btart : 
Dr. Thirty advifed the different Regulation in the Pointing of 
this Paffage j which I have enbraced, as 1 think it much im- 
proves the Senfe and Spirit, and conveys too the Poet's Thought, 
that Marcius was as found in Limb, as when he went a Wooing $ 
and as merry in Heart, as when going to Bed to his Bride. 

And 
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And tapers burnt to bedward. 

Com Flower of Warriors, 
How is't with Titus Lartim f 

Mar. As with a man bufied about Decreet; 
Condemning fome to death, and forae to exile, 
Ranfominghim, or pitying, threatning the other 5 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 
Even like a fawning grey-hound in the leafti, 
To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where is that flave, 
Which told me, they had beat you to your trenches ? 
Where b he ? call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone. 
He did inform the truth : bat for our Gentlemen, 
The common file, (a plague ! Tribunes for them ! ) 
The moufe ne'er ihun'd the cat, as they did budge 
From rafcals. worfe than they. 

Com. But how prevailed you ? 

Mar. Will the time ferve to tell ? I do not think — — 
Where is the enemy ? are you lords o- th' field ? 
If not, why ceafe you 'till you are fo ? 

Com. MarciuSf we have at difadvantage fought, 
And did retire, to win our purpofe. 

Mar. How lies their battle I know you on what fide 
They have plac'd their men of truft ? 

Com. As I guefs, Marcius, 
Their bands i' th* vaward are the Antiatu 
Of their bed truft : o'er them Attfid$us» 
Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. I do befeech you, 
By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
By th* blood weave fhed together, by the Vowr 
we'ave made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me againft Aufidius, and his Antiates ; 
And that you not delay the prefent, but ' 
Filling the air with fwords advanced, and darts, 
We prove this very hour. ■» 

Com. Though* I could wifh, 
You were conduced to a gentle bath, ' 

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
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Deny your asking ; take your choice of thofe, 
That beft can aid your aftion. 

Mar. Thofe are they, 
That moft are willing ; If any foch be here* 
( As it v were fin to doubt) that love this Painting, 
Wherein you fee me finear'd ; if any fear 
Lefs for hi? perfon than an ill report: 
If any think, brave death out* weighs had life. 
And that his Country's dearer thaa himfelk 
Let him, alone, (or many, if fo minded) 
Wave thus, t'exprefr his difpofitioa, 
And follow Marcius. . . 

They ail Jbcut, and wave their /words, take him up 
in their arms, and cafi up their caps* 
Oh ! me alone, make you a fword of me : 
If thefefhews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Vol/cians ? none of you, but is 
Able to bear againft the great Jufidtus 
A ihield as hard as his. A certain number 
(Tho' thanks to all) muft I feleft from all : 
The reft mall bear the bufmefs in fome other fight, 
-As caufe will be obey 'd ; pleafe you to march, 
And four (hall quickly draw out my Command, 
Which men are beft indin'd. 

Com. March on, my fellows: 
Make good this oftentation, and you (hall 
Divide in all with us. [Extsmt> 

SCENE changes to Co Rio Li. 

Titus Lartius having Jet a guard upon Corioli, g***g 
with drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius 
Marcius ; Enter with a lieutenant^ other fiidiers, 

and a fcout. 

lart. QO, let the Ports be guarded ; keep your duties, 
i5 As I have fet them down. If I do fend > difpatch 
Thofe Centries to our aid ; the reft will ferve 
For a fliort holding ; if we lofe the field, 
We cannot keep the town. 
Lieu. Fear not our care, Sir. 

lart. 
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Lart\ Hence, and ihut your gates upon's : 
pur guider, come I to th' Roman camp conduft us. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE changes to the Roman Camp. 

Alarum, as in battle. . Enter Marcius and Aifidius, at" 
federal doors* 

Mar. T * L L fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
£ Worfe than a promife-breaker. 

Auf. We hate alike : 
Not Africk owns a ferpent I abhor 
More than thy Fame, an4 envy ; fix thy footr 

Mar. Let the firft budger die the other's u>ve r 
And the Gods doom him after ! 

Auf. If I fly, Marcius r 
Halloo me like a Hare. 

Mar. Within thefe three hours, Tul/us, 
Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 
And made what work I pleas'd : 'tis no* W bjtoodjr 
Wherein thqp fee'ft metmaskM; for thy revenge. 
Wrench up thy power to th' higheft. 

Auf. Wert thou the tte£tor f 
That was the whip of your bragg'4 Progeny, 
Thou fliould'ft not 'fcape me here. 

[Here they fight, and certain Volfcians corn, to t&f 
' aid of Aufidius. Marcius fights, ''till they he drive* 
in hreathlefs. , 

Officious, and not valiant ! — you have fhamM me 
In your condemned Seconds. 

Flourijb. Alarum. A retreat k founded; Enter at one 
door, Commius with the Romans; at another door r 
Marcius, with his arm in a fcarf 
Com: If Ifcould tell thee o'er this thy day's work,, 
Thoult not believe thy deeds : but Til report it, 
Where Senators (hall mingle tears with (miles j 
Where great Patricians (hall attend and ihrug ; 
l r th % end, admire -, whwUdj^fatU** frighted, 

And, 
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And, gladly quale 'd, hear more; where the dufl Tribunes, 
That with die fufty Plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Shall fay, againft their hearts, — " We thank the Gods, 
« Our Rome hath fuch a Soldier !" — 
Yet cam -ft thou to a niorfel of this fcaft, 
Having fully din d before. 

Enter Titus Lartius with bis Power, Jrm the 
purfuit. 

hart. O General, 
Here is the fteed, we the caparifon : 
Hadft thou beheld 

Mar. Pray now, no more : my Mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her blood, 
When fhe does praife me, grieves me : 
I have done as you have done ; that's, what I can ; 
Induc'd, as you have been ; that's for my Country ; 
He, that has but effected his good will, 
Hath overtaken mine aft. 

Com. You (hall not be 
The Grave of your deferving : Rome muft know 
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment 
Worfe than a theft, no lefs than a traducemem* 
To hide your Doings ; and to filence that, 
Which, to the fpire and top of praifes vouch'd, 
Would feem but modeft : therefore, I befeech you, 
In fign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done, before our army hear me. 

Afar. I have fome wounds upon me, and they finart 
To hear themfelves remembrcd. 

Com. Should they not, 
Well might they fetter 'gainft ingratitude, 
And tent themfelves with death : Of all the horfes. 
Whereof we have ta'en good, and good ftore, of aD 
The trcafure in the field atchiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta*en forth, 
Before the common diilribution, at 
Your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, General : 

But 



C O R I O I. A.N U S, 373 

But cannot make my heart content to take 
A bribe, to pay my fword : I do refufe it, 
And ftand upon my common part with thofe 
That have beheld the doing. 

[if long jburijb. Tbey all cry, Marcius, Marcius ? 

caft up their caps and lances : Cominius and 

Lartius ftand bare. 
Mar. May thefe fame inftruments* which you pro- 
fane, (8) 
Never found more ! when drums and trumpets fhall 
Tth' field prove flatterers, let camps, as cities, 
Be made of falfe-fac'd foothing ! When fteel grows 
Soft, as the parafite's filk, let Hymns be made 
An overture for th* wars ! — No more, I fay ; 
For that I have not waibM my Nofe that bled, 
Or fbil'd fome debile wretch, which, without note 
Here's many elfe have done ; youihout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical ; 
As if I lov'd, my little (hould be dieted 
In praifes fauc'd wkh lies* 

Com. Too modeft are you : 
More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us, that give you truly : by your patience, 
If Vainft your felf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles ;_ 
Then reafon fafely with you : therefore, be it known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Cuius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which, 
My noble deed, known to the Camp, I give him,. . 
With all his trim belonging $ and, from this time, 

(g) May tbefefame hftruments, vfbicb J9* profane, 
Never found mere : &c. ] 
Several fubfequent Verfes in this truly fine Paffage are difmbunted, 
unnwnerousandiinperfea: AndtheSenfe, 'tis plain, has been 
no left mainVd than the Numbers. To remedy This Part, I 
have had the Affiftance of my ingenious Friend Mr. JVarburtn ; 
and with the Benefit of his happy Conjeaurei, which I haye 
inferted in the Text, the Whole, I hope, is refold to that 
Purity, which was quite loft in the Corruptions. 

For 
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For what he <Hd before CorioU, call him, 
With all th' applaufe and clamour of the Hoft, 
Casus Mardus Corio/anus. Bear th* addition nobly ever. 
[F/ouriJb. Trumpets found and drums. 

Ontnet. Caius Motrins Corioianus f 

Mar. I will go waih : 
And when my face is fair, you fhall perceive 
Whether I blufh or no. Howbeit, I thank you* 
I mgan to ftride your Steed, and at all time 
To undercreft your good Addition, 
To th* fairnefs of my Power. 

Com. So, to our tent : 
Where, ere we do repofe us, we will write 
Tofomrtofour fuccets: you, Titus Lartius f 
Muft to Corioli back ; fend us to Rente 
The beft, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and oars. 

Lart. I fhall, my lord. 

Mar. The Gods begin to mock me : 
I, that but now refus'd moft princely gifts* 
Am bound to beg of my lord General. 

Com. Take't, 'tis yours : what is't ? 

Mar. I fometime lay here in Corioli, 
At a poor man'shoufe : he us'd me kindly. 
He cry'd to me : I faw him prifoner : 
But then AuJMius was within my view, 
And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity : I requeft you- 
To give my poor Hoft Freedom. 

Com. O well begg'd ! 
Were he the butcher of my fon, he mould 
Be free as is the wind : deliver him, Titus. 

LarU Mardus, his. nam ef 

Mar. By Jupiter, forgot : — 
I am weary ; yea, ray memory is tir'd : 
If ave we no wine here ? 

Conn Go we to our tent ; 
The blood upoa your vifage dries; 'tis tim* 
It mould be look'd to ; come. [Exmun 



SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the Camp of the Volfci. 

A Tkmriftr. Cornet. £«/<*• Tullus Aufidius blogjy, <witb 
two or throe JoUkrs. 

/^^pHE townista'en. 

X Soft <'Twilt *be deliver'* back on good 
condition. 

Auf Condition ( 
I would, I were a Roman; for I cannot, 
Being a VoLfcvin, be that I an). Condition I » 

What good condition can a treaty find 
Tth* part that is at mercy r Five times, Mara'us, 
I have fought with, thee, fo often hail thou beat me : 
And would'ft do fo, I think, fliould we encounter 
As often as we eat. By th' Elements, 
If e'er again I meet him beard to beard, 
He's mine, or I am his : mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in't, it had ; for where 
I thought to tiruihhim in an equal force, 
True Sword to Sword ; Til potch at him fome way, 
Or wrath, or craft may get aim. 

Sol. He's the Devil. 

Auf. Bolder, tho'not fo fubtle : my valour (poifon^ 
With only fufFering ftain by him) for him 
Shall Hie out of it felf : not deep, nor fan&uary. 
Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priefts, nor times of iacrifice, 
Embarkments all of fury, (hall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and cuftom 'gainft 
My hate lo Marcius. Where I find him, were It 
At home, upon my. brother's guard, even there, 
A gainft the hofpitable Canon,' would I 
Walh my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th' city ; 
Learn, how 'tis held ; and what they are, that muft 
Be hofiages fox Rome. 

SoL Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended at the cyprefs grove. I pray you, 
(Tis South the city-mills) bring me word thither 

How 
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How the world goes, that to the pace of it 
I may fpur on my journey, 

Sol. I ihall, Sir. {Exeunt. 



A C T II. 
SCENE, ROME. 

Enttr Menenius, with Sicinius and Brutus. 

Mbnehius. 

THE Augur tells me, we fhall have news to night* 
Bru. Good or bad ? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, 
for they love not Marcius. 

Sic. Nature teaches Beafts to know their friends. 

Men. Pray you, whom does the wolf love ? 

Sic. The lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry PleBci*** 
would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He's a bear indeed, that lives like a Iamb. 
You two are old men, tell me one thing that I (hall 
ask you. 

Both. Well, Sir ; — - 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you two 
have not in abundance ? 

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but ftor'd with all: 

Sic. Efpecially, in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boafting. 

Men. This is Grange now ; do you two know how 
you are qenfur'd here in the city, I mean of us o'th' 
right hand file; do you ? 

Bru. Why,— how are we ccnfurM ? 

Men. Becaufe you talk of pride now, will you not 
be angry ? 
*«b. Well, well, Sir, well. 

Men. 
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Men. Why, 'tis no great matter ; for a very little 
thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal of pa- 
tience : ^— give your difpofitions the reins, and he 
angry at your pleafures ; at the leaft, if you take it as 
a pleafure to you, in being fo : —-you blame Marcius 
for being proud. 

Bru. We do it not alone, Sir. 

Men. I know, you can do very little alone ; for your 
helps are many, or elfe your actions would grow won- 
drous fingle; your abilities are too infant-like, fordoing 
much alone. You talk of pride — oh, that you could 
turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks, and. 
make but an interior furvey of your good felves J Oh, 
that you could ! 

Bru. What then, Sir ? 

Men. Why, then you would difcover a brace of as. 
nnmeriting, proud, violent, tefry magiftrates % alias y 
fools, as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenins, you are known well enough too. 

Men. I am known to be a humorous Patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop, of al- 
laying Tiber in't : (aid to be fomething imperfect, in 
favouring the firft complaint ; hafty and tinderlike, upon 
too trivial motion : one that converfes more with the. 
buttock of the night, than with the forehead of the 
morning. What I think, I utter ; and fpend my ma- 
lice in my breath. Meeting two fuch weals-men as you 
are, (I cannot call yon Ljcmrguffis) if the drink you 
give me touch my palate adverfly, I make a crooked 
face at it. I can't &y 9 your Worfhips have deliver'd 
the matter well, when I find the aft in compound with 
the major part of your fyllables ; and tho* I muft be 
content to bear with thofe, that fay, you are reverend 
grave men i yet they lye deadly, that tell you, you have 
good faces ; if you fee this in the map of my microcofm, 
follows it, that I am known well enough too ? (9) what 

harm 

(9) What barm cany oar btfbm ComfptSuitie* §lea+ itt tf tbU 
CbaraBsr, *c] If the Editors have form'd any Conftroaioa. 

to 
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barm out your buTon Confpe&iikics glean out of this 
character* if i be known mil enough too r 

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you wett enough. 

Mm. You know neither me, your felves, nor any 
thing ; yon are ambitious for poor knaves 1 caps and legs : 
you wear oat a good wholefome forenoon, in heaving a 
Caufe between an orange- wife and a foftet-ieller, and 
then adjourn a controversy of three- pence to a fecond 
day of audience. — When yoa are hearing a matter be- 
tween party, and party, if you chance to be pinch'd 
with the cholick, you make feces like mummers, fetup 
the bloody fiagagainft all patience, and, in, roaring for 
a chamher.pot, djfouis the controvert** bleeding, the 
more intangled by your hearing : all the peace you 
make in their caufe, is calling both the patties knaves* 
You ansa pair of Jbangtoaea, 

Mm. Come, eome* you ate well oaderftood to. be a 
perfe&er gyber for the Table, than, aneceffiuy bencher 
in the Capitol. 

Aft* One vciy piieAs muft become mockets, if they 
flull encounter fuch ridicolotts fcbje&s. as yoa are ; whea 
yon i^eak beft unto she* puepofc, k is not wottfe Ae 
wagging of your beards ; and yon? beards deserve noc fo 
hohouraWea Grave, as to Huff * botcher's cufhion, or 

to themfelves, of this Epithet befim, that can be a prop* to 
the Scsfe of the Context $ — -*— Davos firm, non Oedipus : it is 
tee hard a RidrfJe for Me to expound. Meotnim, 'tis, plain, 
is abufing the Tribunes, and bantering them Ironically. By 
C# njpe8uith$.ht nuft mean, thtir Sagacity, Clearfigbtedneft: and 
that they may not think he's Complimenting them, he tacks 
an Epithet to it, which quite undoes that Chancier ; i. e. bijpm % 
blind, bleer-ey'd. Skinner > in his Etymohgicon, explains this 
Word, Cacuty vox agro Lincoln, ufitatiuima. Ray concurs, 
in his North and South Country Words. And our Author 
gives us this Term again in his Hamlet, where the Senfe exafcly 
corresponds with this Interpretation. 

Run barefoot up and down, tbreatuiug tbt Flames, 

With biffim Rbeum. 
i.e. biindiagw It is $o*en of Hetwba, whofe Eyes overflow 
and ace blinded, bosh with Tears, and the Rheums of Age* 

to 
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la be intern VA ia an a&'a pack-feddle. Yet you muft be 
faying, Marcius is proud ;. who, ia a cheap eftHnation» 
is worth all jcoor predfeceflbra* fiuce Deucalion? though, 
peradvenfore* fonie of the. bed of them were hereditary 
hangmen. Good -e'en to your Worfhips.; more of your 
cotwerfatioa/ would infeft my brain* being theheivUmen 
of the beaftry Plebeians. I wfil be bold to> take my leave 
of you. [Brutus mud Skinius jfaarf tf/Mrv 

-A Meoenhtsfttjayg out,. Enter Voluainia, Virgtlia, 

*»* Valeria. 

How now my (as fair a* noMa.) ladies, and the moots 
were foe eartfcly, no nobter i whither do you follow yeur 
eyoafoftnU 

Ae/. Honourable Minimus, my boy JMwvww apt 
proaches; for the lave of Jm», let's go* 

Men, Ha ? Marcius coming home I 

VdL Ay, worthy Mmemm y and wkfe mot pro$e- 



Afofc Take my cap, foflfofy and I thank th ee » * 
hoes Mtocik* coming home ! 

Bet*. Nay,, 'ditto*. . 

Fti. Look, Java's a letter fiom him, tho Stale hatb 
another, his. wife another j and, I think, there V osm 
at home for you. 

Mm. I will make my very- houfc seel to night: A 
letter for me ! 

Fir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I faw'fc 
. Men. A letter for me ! it gives me an eftate of feven 
year's health ; in which time I will make a lip at the 
phyiiciao; the moft fovereign, prefcription in Galen is 
bat Emperic, and to this preiervatiye of no better re* 
port than a hot fe.-<kench, I* he not wounded ? he waa 
wont to com* heme wounded* 

Fir. Oh no, no, no. 

Vd. 0h> ho b woaoded, X thank tboGodefor'r. 

Wen. So dte I too, if he be not too much ; brings a* 
viftory itt hispocket ? the wounds become htm. 



v 
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Vol. On's brows, Mtnmius\ he comes the third time 
home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Hath he difciplin'd AufiSus foundly ? 

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but 
Junius got off. 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
that : if he had (laid by him, I. would not have been 
{ofidiusd for all the chefts in Coriolu and the gold that's 
in them. Is the Senate poiTeit of this \ 

Vol. Good ladies, let V go. Yes^ycs, yes : the Senate 
has letters from the General, wherein he gives my fon 
the whole name of the war : he hath in this action oat- 
done his former deeds doubly. 

Val. In troth, there's wondrous things fpoke of him. 

Men. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not with- 
out his true purchasing. 

Vir. The Gods grant them true 1 

Vol. True ? pow, waw. — 

- Men, True r 111 be fworn, they are true. Where is 

he wounded ? God fave your good Worthies; —Maraus 

k coming home ; he has more caufe to be proud : — 

where is lie wounded ? [To the Tribunes. 

Vol. F th' moulder, and i' th' left arm 5 there will be 
large cicatrices to lhew-the people, when he (hall Hand 
for his place. He received in the repulfe Q$ Tarqmm 
feven hurts i' th' body. (10) 

Men. One V th 1 neck, and one too i' th' thigh; there's 
nine, that I know. 



(10) H$ received, in tbe Repulfe */Tarquln, Seven Hurts Ttb % 
Body, 

Men. One Vtb* Neck, and two ?tb % Tbigb : tbere'iNinc, tbet 

J know,] Seven, one, a nd two, and thefc make 

but nine ? Surely, we may fafely affift Mtnenius In hit Arithme- 
tick. This is a ftupid Blunder $ but wherever we can account 
by a probable Reafon for the Caufe of it, That dirt&s theSaacn- 
dation. Here it was eafy for a negligent Tranfcribtr to omit the 
ffceond One as a needlef* Repetition of the fiffl, and to mate a 
Numeral Word of too. Mr, IVarburton. 



Vol. 
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Vol. He tad, before this laft expedition, twenty five* 
wounds upon him. 

Men. Now 'tis twenty feven ; every gafh was aa 
enemy's Grave. Hark, the trumpets. 

[AJhout andflourijh. 

Vol. Thefe are theufhers of Manias; before him he' 
carries noife, and behind him he leaves tears : 
Death, that dark Spirit, in's nervy arm doth lie ; 
Which being advanced, declines, and then men die. 

Trumpets found. Enter Cominius the General, and Titus 
Lartius ; between them Coriolanus, crown* d with an 
oaken garland* with Caf tains and Jbldiers, and a herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Mores us did fight 
Within Coriol? gates, where he hath won, 
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. ! 

[Sound. Fkurtjb. 

AIL Welcome to Rome 9 renowned Coriolanus f 

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my hearts 
Pray now, no more. 

Com. Look, Sir, your mother, •— — 

Cor. Oh ! 
You have, I know, petition'd all the Goda 
For my profperity. [Kneels* 

. Vol. Nay, my good foldier, up : 
My gentle Marcius, worthy Cuius, and 
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd. 
What is it, Coriolanus, muft I call thee ? 
But oh, thy wife — -*- 

Cor. My gracious filence, hail ! 
Would'A thou have laugh'd, had I come coffin'd home, 
That weep'ft to fee me triumph ? ah, my Deaf, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack fons. 

Men. Now the Gods crown thee ! 

Cor. And live you yet ? O my fweet Lady, pardon. 
+ ... [To Valeria. 

Vol. I know not where to turn* O welcome home ; 

And 



y 
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And welcome, General I fare welcome all. 

jlf**. A hundred thoufand welcomes : I could weep 
And I could laugh, 1*111 flight and heavy ; — welcome ! 
A curfe begin at very jroot on?s heart, 
That is not gkd to fee thee. — You are three, 
That Rom fbeuld dole on : yet, bv the forth of men. 
We've fome old crab-trees there «t home, that will not 
Be grafted to your reM. Welcome, Warriors! 
We call a nettle, but a nettle 1 and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com. Ever Tight. 

Cor. Mnuuhis, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and yours. 
Ere in our own houfe I do fliade nry head, 
The good Patricians mult be vifited ; 
1 1 ) From whom I have received not only Greetings, 

ut, with them, Charge of honours. 

Vol. I have lived, 
To fee inherited my very wifhes, 
And ^buildings of my fancy ; only one thing 
Is wanting, which, I doubt not, but our #tanr 
Will caft upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good Mother, I 
Had rather be their Servant in »y way, 
Than fway with them in theirs. 

Cm. On, to the Capitol. [Fkwrijb. Cermets. 

[ExtuHt in Stat*, usfyfirt. 

Brutus, and Sicinius, come forward. * 

Bru. All tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared fights 
Are fpe&aded to fee him. Tour pratling nurfe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby cry, 

(11) From whom I have teeth? d not o*lj'Qretti*p 9 

But, with them, Change of Homers.] Change of Ho- 
nours is a very poor Bxpreffion, «nd communicates but a Vtry 
poorWea. I have vcatur'd toAjbftttute, Chsrz* 5 i.e. afttffti 
Charge or Comnuffioa, Thtfc Words are frequently mUUksn 
fertach other* 

While 
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While (he chats him : the kkchen malkin pins 
Her richeft lockram 'bout her reechy neck, 
Clambring the walls to eye him ; (UH&, bulks, win- 
dows, 
Are fmother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors*d 
With variable complexions ; all agreeing 
In earneftnefs to fee him : feld-fhown Flamins 
Do prefs among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar ftation ; our veil'd dames 
Commit the warof white and damask, in 
Their nicely- gawded cheeks, to th' wanton fpoil 
Of Phcebut burning kiflbs; fuch a pother, 
As if that whatfoever God, who leads him, 
Were flily crept into hh human powers, 
And gave him graceful p o ft or e . 

Ski On the fad den, 
I warrant him Conful. 

Bru. Then our Office may, 
During his Power*, go fleep. 

Sic. He cannot teixrp'fately mmfport his honours, 
From where he flioiild begin and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath won. 

Bru. In That there's comfort. 

Sic. Doubt not, 
The Commoners, foriwhom-we'ftand, *bnt-they, 
Upon their ancient malice, will 'forget, 
Wifli thecal!: caufc, 'thefe his new honours ; Which 
That lie will give, make I as little queftion 
As he is proud to do't. 

Btu. I heard him fwear, 
Were he to ftand for Conful, never would he 
Appear i'th* market-place, nor on him put 
The naplefs Veftufc of Hwnility ; 
Nor (hewing, as themimraier is, hb wounds 
To th* people, beg dieiriAmfemg bmrths. 

Sic *T*is right. ..,-,, ^^ 

&ru. It ttaVrnVWoftl : **, he would nufs it, ta»et 
Than carry it, but by the fuit <rth w GeHtry, 
And the defire o'th* Nobles. 
Sic. I wiih no better, • 
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Than have him hold that purpofe, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. 'Tis moft like, he will. 

JSic. It ihall be to him then, as our good wills, 
A fare definition. 

Bru. So it mud fall out 
To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
We moit fugged the people, in what hatred 
He (till hathheld them ; that to^s power he would 
Have made them mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, and 
Difproperty'd their freedoms : holding them, 
In human adion and capacity, 
Of no more foul nor fitnefe for the world, 
Than camels in their war ; who have their provender 
Only for bearing burthens, and fore blows 
For finking under them. 

Sic. (12) This, as you fay, fuggefted 
At fome time, when his foaring infolence 
Shall reach the people, (which time ihall not want, 
If he be put upon't; and that's as eafy, 
As to fet dogs on deep) will be the fire 
To kindle their dry Hubble ; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

(11) ■■■ This, asymfay, fogged 

At fome time, when bis fearing Infolence 

Shall teach the People, Sec,] As Nominatives are fome- 
times wanting to the Verb, fo, - on the other hand, as This 
» Paffage has been all along pointed, we have a Redundance 1 
There is, befides, one Word ftill in this Sentence, which, not- 
withstanding the Concurrence of the printed Copies, 1 fufpett 
to have admitted a final! Corruption. Why mould it be imputed 
as a Crime to Cerielamts, that he was prompt to teach the People ? 
Or how was it any foaring Infolence in a Patrician to attempt 
this r The Poet muft certainly have wrote, 
• When bis foaring Infolence 

Shall reach the People j 
i. e. When it (hall extend to impeach the Conduit, or touch 
the Character, ' of the People, 

Enter 
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Enter a Meffenger. 

Bru. What's the matter ? < 

Mef. You're fent for to the Capitol : 'tis thought. 
That Marcius (hall be Conful : I have Teen 
The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind 
To hear him fpeak * the Matrons Hun? their gloves. 
Ladies and Maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs, 
Upon him as he pafs'd ; the Nobles bended, 
As to Jo<vS% Statue ; and the Commons made 
A fhower and thunder with their caps and fhouts : 
I never faw the like. 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol, 
And carry with us ears and eyes for th* time, 
But hearts for the event. , 

Sic. Have with you, * [Exeunt/ 

SCENE changes to tU Capitol. 

Enter two Officers > to lay cujbisns. 

1 Off. (**0 ME, come, they are almoft herej how 
\^j many (land for Confullhips ? 

2. Off. Three, they fay ;' but 'tis thought of every 
one, Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off. That's a brave Fellow, but he's vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common People. 

z Off. 'Faith, there have been many great Men that 
have ilatter'd the People, who ne'er lov'd them ; and 
there be many that they have loved, they know not 
wherefore ; fo that, if they love they know not why, 
they hate upon no better a ground. Therefore, for 
Coriolanus neither to care whether they love, or hate 
him, manifefts the true knowledge he has in their dif- 
poiition, and out of his noble carelefihefs lets them 
plainly fee't. 

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their love or 
no, he wav'4 indifferently 'twixt doing jhem neither 
good nor harm : but he feeks their hate with greater 
devotion than they can' render it him 5 and leaves nothing 

V*l. VI. K «ndone^ 
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undone, that may fully discover him their oppofite. 
Now to feem to affeft the malice ah J difpleafure of the 
People, is as bad as That, which he e3uike% to Hatter 
them for their love. 

2 Off. He hath deferved worthiiy of his Country : 
and his afceni is not by fuck eafy degreos t a* tbosle, via 
have been kpple and courteous, to the People » beaeet- 
ted, without any further deed u» heave than at aH. in* 
their eftimation and report : bat he hath (b planted his 
honours in their eyes* and his aftioaa in their hearts, 
that for their tongue* to he Glen*,, and not. confefc fa 
much, were a kind of ingrateful injury ^ to report onta- 
wife, were a malice, that, giving itfeff she liev would 
pluck reproof and retake froa-ey xy ear that heasd k 

i Off. No more of him, he ift a worthy Man; make 
way, they are coming. 

Enter the Patricians* and the Ttibums tf tie feoph, 
Li dors Before ihem\ Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius 
the Conful: Siciniua. and Brutus take their places by 
them/elves. 

Men. Having determined of the Voffcum* and 
To fend ft)R Titus lartius* k remains, 
•As the main point of this oup aftet-meeting^ 
To gtatify his noble fexvioe, that 
Hath rhus flood for his- Country. Therefore, pleafc 

J«uv 
Mod reverend and grave Elders, to de&rc 
The pielentConful, and la& General* 
In our well-found fucseife, to report 
A little of that worthy Woik pe* fismaH 
Ry Cairn Mariius QtrhLmus ; whom* 
We met here,, both, to thank, and to remember 
Wkh honours like himfelf. 

i Sen. Speak, good Comimus : 
Leave, aothmg, oet.for length r and nv&o «s> think. 
Rather our State* defe&ive for sequital* 
Than we to Wretch k ou*. Matters* aW People* 
Wctdo jtc^u^ jaurkiadeft.eari aod* aftt*. 

Your 



C o it *e& a* tr ». ffi 

Your lowrg motion toward 1 the common Body, 
To yield what £afies here. 

5/>. We are converted 
Upon a pleafing Treaty ; and have hearts: 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The Theam of our. AffemWjr. 

Bru. Which the rather 
We (hall be Weft to do, if he remember 
A kindfcr value of the People, than 
He hath hitherto wia'd them at. 

Men*, That's off; that's off: 
I would, you rather had been filent : pleafe you 
To hear Cominlm fpealc ? 

Bru. Mofcwilliagix : 
But yet my caution was; more pertinent, 
Than the rebuke yon grve it. 

Men. He loves your People, 
But tye him not to- Be their bedfellow : 
Worthy Comthiw, ipeak. 

[Coribknus fifes , and- offers- to- go- tewaj. 
Nay, keep your* place. 

i Sen. Sit, Coriolanun never fhame to hear 
What you have nobly done.' 

Cor. Your Honours' pardon.: 
I had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear fay, how I got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope, 
My words di£bench'd you not ? 

Cor. No, Sir; yet oft, 
When blows have made me flay, I fled from words. 
You footh not, therefore hurt not : but your people, 
I love diem a* they weigh. — — 

Men. Pray now> ittdown. 

Cor. I had rather have one fcratch my hea* V th' 
Sun, 
When the Alarum were ftrtrck, thaitkHyfifc 
To hear my Nothings monfter'A {Exit CorWanoa, 

Men. Matters of the People, 
Your multiplying fpawn how can he flatter, 
ThatVthoufiuidtooiiegoodoiief wheayoaftt, 

R a Ha 
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He had wither venture all his limbs for honour, 
Than one oPs cars to hear't. Proceed, Comimus. 
Com. I (hall lack voice : the Deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held, 
That valour is the chiefeft virtue, and 
Moft dignifies the Haver : if it be, 
The Man, I fpeak of, cannot in the world 
Be fmgly counter-pois'd. At fixteen years, 
When Varquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others ; our then Dictator, 
Whom with all praife I point at, faw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The bridled lips before him : he beftrid 
An o'er-preft Roman* and i'th' ConfuPs view 
Slew three Oppofers : Tarquin's felf he met, 
And ftruck him on his knee : in that day's feats, 
When he might ad the Woman in the Scene, 
He prov'd th' bed Man i'th' field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age 
Man-entred thus, he waxed like a Sea ; 
And, in the brunt of feventecn battles fince, 
He lurcht all fwords o*th* garland. For this Iaft, 
Before and in Coricti, let me fay, 
I cannot fpeak him home : he ftopt the fliers, 
And by his rare example made the coward 
Turn terror into fport. As waves before 
A veffel under fail, fo Men obey'd, 
And fell below his ftern : his fword, (death's (lamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot : 
He was a thing of blood, whofe every motion 
Was tim'd with dyjng cries: alone he enter'd 
The mortal Gate o'th' City, which he painted 
With ftiunlefs deftiny : aidlefs came off, 
And with a fudden re-enforcement ftruck 
Corioli, like a planet* Nor alFs this ; 
, For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 
His ready fenle, when ftraight his doubled fpirit 
Requicken'd what in fieih was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he ; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
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*Twere a perpetual fpoil.; and 'till we caird . 

Both Field and City ours, he never Hood 
To cafe his breaft with panting. J 

Men. Worthy Man ! 

i Sen. He* cannot but with meafure fit the Honours, 
Which We devife him. 

Com. Our fpoils he kick'd at, 
And look'd upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o'th' world : he covets lefs 
Than Mifery itfelf would give, rewards 
His deeds with doing them, and is content 
To fpend his time to end it. 

Men. He's right noble, i 

Let him be called for. 

Sen. Call Coriolanus. 

Off. He doth appear. 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas T d 
To make thee Conful. 

Cor. I do owe them flill 
My life, and fervices. 

Men. It then remains 
That you do fpeak to th' People. 

Cor. I befeech you, 
Let me o'er-leap that Cuftom ; for I cannot 
Put on the Gown, (land naked, and entreat them, . 
For my wounds' fake, to give their fuffrages : 
Pleafe you, that I may pafs this doing. 

Sk. Sir, the People muft have their voices, 
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to't : pray, fit you to the Cuftomv 
And take t*ye, as your Predeceflbrs have, 
Your Honour with your form. 

Cor. It is a Part 
That I fhall blufh in ailing, and might well 
Be taken from the People. 

Bru. Mark you That? 

Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, —and thus,— 
R 3 Shew 
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Shew them tV mmkrag fears, which I would hide, 
As if I had received rtamtfor tbe&rc 
Of their breath only ■ * " 

Men. Do not ftand upon't : — — 
We sooDBMnead t'je, Tiibimei of thefaopte, 
Our purpofe ta them, and to our noble Cowfiri 
Wifti we all joy and honour. 

Sen. ToCmioimmKoae all jjoy and focmourf 

[Kharifo Cornet*, Wkm Emeunt . 

Mwent Skinius <W JBratois. 

jn*. You fee, how he intends to tile the People. 

Sic, May they perceived intent 1 he w21 require them, 
As if he did contemn what he requtfted 
Should be in them to give. 

t £ru. (13) Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here: on th' market place* 
I know, they do attend us. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes 49 *b* Fttum. 

Enter /even or eight Citizens, 

1 C//./^\NCE, if he rfc require our^Oficts, wrought 
\^J not to deny him. 

v Cit. We may, Sir, if we *wfll. 

3 Git. We hare Power m tmr ietres to <to it, bat it 
is a Power that we hare no Power to do j -for rFlie 
(hew us his wounds, and tell trs Iris deeds, mc are to 
put our tongues into thofe wotmfls, and rpeitk for them : 

{13) Come, we'll infirm them 

Of our Proceedings here on tV Market place, 
J know they do attend us.*} feut "rtid TribunerVttt not HOW 
en the Market-place, but in the Capitol. .The Printing tmly 
wants to be re&ifted, sind we •mall knew wtat thfe Iffagillvatt 
would fay, ms. Come, I know, the People *«ft«tfid us jn the 
Forum 5 we'll go and inform them what Prooeedfesjs hate teen 
hereiattt'oViMftf, 
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fe, if he tells us Vis noble deeds, we mail alfo tell bim 
our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is mon- 
ftrous ; and tor the multitude to t>e ingrateful, were to 
-make a nmnfttr of the multitude; of the which, we 
being Members, fhould hring ourfelves to be monftrous 
Members. 

i Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little 
help will ferve : for once, when "We Hood up about the 
Corn, he himfelf ftuck not to call us the many-headed 
multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been calTd fo of many ; not that our 
heads are fome brown, fome black, fome auburn, fome 
bald j but that our wits are fo diverfly coloured; and 
truly, I tHrik, if all our wits were to hTue out of one 
fcull, they would fly Eaft, Weft, North, South; and 
their confentof one direct way would be at once to all 
Points o*th' Compafs. 

2 Cit. Think you fo? which way, doyouju<Jge, my 
wit would fly ? - " " 

1 Cit. Nay, your wit will not fo foon out as ano- 
ther man's will, 'tis ftrongly wedg'd up in a block- 
head : but if it were at fibers 'Jtwould, fure, fouth- 
ward. 

2 Cit. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. ToJofcitieff in a fog; where being three parts 
melted a,way with K)tten<l£ws, the fourth would fetucn 
lor conscience fake, JO "help-so get thee a Wife. 

a Of. You are never without your tricks — you may, 
you may ■ 

3 Cit. Are you all refolvod to give your voices ? but 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it. l'fay, if 
he would incline to the People, there was >never a wor- 
riiierMan. 

Enter Coriolanus in a Go**** <u*tb Menenius. 
J&ttK lie comes, and in the <Gwm of Humility * mark 
his behaviour : we are not to flay xH together, but to 
come by him where he tends, by one'*, by two'*, -and 
by three's. He's to make his wqueto by .particulars, 
- wherein every one of us has a fingle honour, in giving 
R 4 *»» 
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him our own voices with our own tongues : therefore 
follow roe, and I'll diredl you how you mall go by him. 

All. Content, content. 

Men. Oh, Sir, you are not right* have you not 
known, 
The worthiest Men have done't ? 

Cor. What muft I fay ? 
I pray, Sir, — plague upon't, I cannot bring 
My tongue to fuch apace! Look, Sir,— my wounds— 
'I got them in my Country's fervice, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar'd, and ran 
From noife pf our own drums. 

Men. Oh me, the Gods f 
You muft not fpeak of that ; you muft defirc them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me ? hang *em. 
J.would, they would forget me, like the Virtues 
Which our Divines lofe by , cm. 

Men. You'll mar all. 
I'll leave you : pray you, fpeak to 'em, J pray yon f 
In wholefome manner. -{Exit* 

Citizens approach. 

Cor. Bid them waih their faces, 
And keep their teeth clean.— So, here comes a brace: 
'You know the caufe, Sirs, of my ftanding here. 

i Cit. We do, Sir ; tell us what hath brought yott 
to't. 

Cor. Mine own defert.. 

% Cit. Your own defert ? 

Cor. Ay, not mine own defire. 

i Cit. How ! not your own defire ? 

Cor. No, Sir, 'twas never my. defire yet to troubfe 
the Poor with begging. 

i Cit. Yon muft think, if we give you any dung, we 
hope to gain by yon. 

Cor. well then, I pray, your price o'th' ConfnUhip ? 

i Cit. The price is, to ask it kindly. 

Or. 
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Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray, let me ha't : I have wounds 
to&ew you, which (hall be yours in private: your 
good voice, Sir ; what fay you r 

2 Cit. You mall ha't, worthy Sir. 

Car. A match, Sir; there's in all two worthy voice* 
begg'd : I have your alms, adieu. 

i Gt. But this is fomething odd. 

2 Gt. An 'twere to give again :— tut tis no matter. 
" \Exeunt~ 

ftvo other Citixau. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tune of 
your voices, that I may be Conful, I have here the 
cufiomary Gown. ^ _ .» 

i Gt. You have deferved nobly of yodr Country,- an* 
you have not deferved nobly. 

Cor. Your znigma. , „„,. 

i Cit. You have been a fcourge to her enemies; yo* 
have been a rod to her friends j yo* have not, indeed,- 
loved the common People. - , * " 

Cor. You mould account me the more virtuous, wat 
I Have not bees common in. my love 5 I will, Mr, nat- 
ter my fworn Brother, the People, to earn a. dearer 
eftimation of them; 'tis a condition they, account jen- 
tfe: andfince thewifdom of their choice is rather to. 
have my cap than my heart, 1 will praftifc the infinua - 
ing noi, anVl«offt»themmoftcount«feitly: *«». 
Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment of fome popular 
Man, and give it bountifully to the Defixers •- therefore, 
befeech you, I may b* Conful. . . 

2 C«7. We hope to find you our Friend ; and tbeie- 
fore give you our voices heartily. 

1 £,>. Yoi» have received many wounds foe your 

CO cZ?i- will not fear yoar knowledge witfc; <hewin| 
them. I will make much of your voices, and to trouDUJ- 
you no farther. .-it 

Both. The Gods give you joy* Sir, heartily >_ Bf> 
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. Cor. Moft fweet voices ■ ■ ■ » « ■ 
Better it is to die, better -to ^arve, 
Than crave the hire, which iitft we *> dt&rve. 
Why in this woolvifhOown fbould I (brad fee*, 
To beg of a* and Ifcri, that do-a^pear* 
Their necdlefs Voucher ? Cuftom talis me tO*t— 
What Cuftom wills in aH things, ftoukl we do% 
The dultan antique timfwouid licnnfvrept, 
And mountainous error be too highly heapt, 
For truth to o'er peer, — ~ Rather than fool it fb, 
JUst the high Office and the Honour go 
To one that woirfd«totht». •— * 1 am talf duetg^ * 
Tbe one part fisfftr'd, the other will I do. 

*iw¥S? taiftHttrtfcy wtrie « 

Here come more voices. 
Yonr voices — ft* yaw voices l&ifre Ibaghr, 
Watch*d for y*or voices; for your yokes, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd.: battels thrice fat 
I've feen, and heard of: for your *eices« hare 

Done many things, ftmefofs, feme mare; f*mr 

voices > 

Indeed, IwtuldteGottfcL 

i C/r. He has done nobly, tod camoot go without 
any honed man** voice. 

. 2 Cit. Therefore let Jusnbe Cotihl, ihfc Godsgivo 
him joy, and make him a good rraeftd to the Pttople. 

AiL Amen, aitteti. God Ave tk*a» soUe CWuh 

C*r. Worthy voices I 

fjt/tr Menenim, vsitk Status W Sickuus. 

Mr». Vou'v^toodyoiirlimkatjOA: «ad the Tribanes 
Endue yon with tke people's voice. Remaias, 
That in th 1 official marks inverted, you 
Anon do meet die Senate. 

Cor. Is this done ? 

&u. The Cuftom of Requeft you have dHcharg'd: 

The 
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To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Or. Wiea? ftttke^e»««skwifct 

5/V. There, Coriolanus. 

Cat. May I cfaaage ttefe jsrnmti ? 

Sic. You may, Sir. 

Gtt. That TU Straight do: and, knowing my Jelf 
again, 
Repair to th' Senato4ioirft. 

Men. IUfceepyouoowpany. WiHyoualoag* 

J*r*. We flay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare yoo weli x [K xr wtt Qorio\. e*J Mca. 

He has it now, and by hjs look*, jncthioks, 
*Tis warm at*s heart 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble Weeds : wttl you difraib the people t 

Enter Plebdtms. 

Sic. How now, wy maters* hwe yoo dxofedtis man? 

1 Cit. He has our voices, Sir. 

Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deserve yoor lores! 

2 Cit. Amen, Sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 

3 Gfc. Certainly, he Hooted us down-right. 

1 Cit. No, *tis his kind of fpeeca, he did not mode 

as. 

2 Cit. Not one amongft us, fave your fk\f 9 hat 

fays, 
He us*d us fcornfully : • he itodd have flsew'd ji* 
His marks of merit, wounds received. forY Country. 

Sic. Why, fo lie did, i am fuce. 

All. No, no man faw "em. 

3 Cit. He faid, he'd wounds, which he could mew 

in private; 
And with his cap, thus waving it in (corn, 
I would be Comal, fays he : aged Cuftom, 
Butty yew voices, will aot so permit me; . 
Your voices dteisfere : when we granted that, . 

Here 
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Here was — — » I thank you for your voices i — ^ thank 
you ■ . ■ ■ 

Your moft fweet voices nefw you have left your 

voices, 
I have nothing further with you. WaVt this mockeiy ? 

Sic. Why, either, were you ignorant to fee't ? 
Or, feeing it, of fuch chiidifh friendlinefs 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were leffonM ; when he had no Power, 
But was a petty fervant to the State, 
He was your enemy ; ftili fpake againfl 
Your liberties, and charters that you bear 
)'th' body of the weal : and now arriving 
At place of potency, and {way/o?th'Stare, 
Jf he fhould (till malignantly remain 
Fall foe to the Plebeians, your voices might 
Be curfes to your felves. You fhould have faid, 
That as his worthy deeds did claim no lefs 
Than what he flood for; fo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranflate his malice to w'rds you into love. 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have faid, 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touched his fpiriv 
And try'd his inclination ; from him pluckt 
Either his gracious prdmife, which ydu might. 
As caufe had call'd you up, have held him to;. 
Or elfe it would have gall A d'his furly nature ; 
Which eafily endures not article, 
Tying him to aught ; (o 9 putting him to' rage. 
You mould have ta'en th' advantage of his choler, 
And pafs'd him unelecled. 

Bru. Did you perceive* 
He did follicit you in free contempt, 
When he did need your loves r and do you think, 
That his contempt fhall not be bruifing to you, 
When he hath power to crufh ? why, had your bodies. 
No heart among you ? or had you tongues, to cry 

Againft 
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Againft the re&orfhip of judgment ? 

Sic. Have you, 
Ere now, deny'd the asker ? and, now again 
On him that did not ask, hot mock, beftow 
Your fu'd-fbr tongues ? 

3 Gt. He's, not confirmed, we may deny him yet 

2 Gt. And will deny hhn : 
Til have five hundred voices of that found. 

i Gt. J, twice five hundred, and their friends ta 
piece *chl 

Bru. Get you hence inftantly, and tell thofe friends* 
They've chofe a Conful that will from them take 
Their Liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking^ 
As therefore kept to do fo. 

Sic. Let them affemble j 
And on a fafer Judgment all revoke 
Yoirr ignorant election : enforce his Pride, 
And his old hate to you : befides, forget nor, . 
With what contempt he wore the humble Weed;. 
How in his fuit he icorn'd you : but your loves* 
Thinking upon his fervices, took from you N 
The apprehenfion of his prefent portance ; 
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did fafhion 
After th'-inveterate hate he bears to you. 

Bru. Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that 
We laboured (no impediment between^ 
But that you muft caft your election on him. 

Sic. Say, you chofe him, more after our command- 

ment > «.«.. 

Than guided by your own affections ; 

And that your minds, pre-occupied with what 
You rather muft do, than what you fhould do, 
Made you againft the grain to voice him ConfuL 
Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, fpare ue not ; fay, we read leitures to 
you, 
How youngly he began to ferve his Country, 
How long continued; and what ftock he fprings of, 
The noble Houfe of Marcius ; from whence came 

That 
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That Anns Marcius, Numa\ daughter's Ton, - 
Who, after great Hoftikus, here was £uig; 
Of the fame node ruUius and jgwa/au were, 
That oar beft water brought by conduits .hither. 
And Ctnfirimu , darlmg of the pcefpfe* 
(And nobly nam'd fo for twice being Cenfor) 
Was his great Ancefton 

Sic. One ihas defended. 
That hath befide well in his perTon wrought 
To be fct high in place, wedid commend 
To your jrememhranccs ; but yon have found. 
Scaling his prefent .Bearing with his paft. 
That Ec'j your fixed enemy* and revoke 
Your fudden approbation. 

Bru. Say, you ne'er had done'<» 
(Harp on that (till) but byxmr putting on ; 
And prefently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to th' CapitoL 

' All. We will U i almoft all xepent in their election. 

[Exeunt Plebeian* 

Bru. Let them go on: 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than day pals doubt for oreafer : 
If, .as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their jefafaJ, both ohferve and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To th' Capitol, coaie ; 
We will be there before the fcxearo o'tV people •: 
And this (hall Teem, as partly 'tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. \Exnmt+ 
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SCENE, apubUck Stmt in Kvatt. 

Corn**. E*** -CwMaftw, Mwienhjs, Cbminks, 
Titus Lartias, mttl tiher Stnntvru 

~CT*Ulht$ AufiJius then had made new hafcd? 
-* I*r/. He had, vty Lmfe andthat k wtt> wiacfc 

caat'd 
Our fwifter compofition. 

Cor. SoAtA€i*;^^4ftndb«t«*tftf, 
Ready, when time fhall prompt them, to mabeTOad 
Upon's again. 

Com. They're worn, Lord CotrfW, fi>, 
That we JhaH hardly in «ar «gos fee 
Their Banners wave agate. 

CW\ Saw yon Aufidiut ? 

Lart. Qfifirf«-g«aidte*ametosne, anddidctttfe 
Againft the Volfcians, for they had 4b uriicly 
Yielded the Town ; he is retired to Jhtmm. 

Cor. &p9k*T*c of mi 

Lart. He did, my Lord. 

Cor. Howi~~^iriMtt? ? 

hart. How often he had met you, foord to fwosd : 
That of all things upon the earth he fated 
Your perfcnmdfh that jhe would pawn Jw« ftfrtwats 
To hopefafe neftitutJoQ* fohemigl* 
Be caftftTyonr vanqcmW. 

Cor. At J*U*m lives he* 

Lor/. At Antiunu 

Cor. I wi(h, I had a caufe to foek hito there % 
To oppofe his hatred fuHy.— Wdcomcinwic. 

r £7*LartJu*- 
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Enter Sicinius W Brutus. 

Behold ! thcfc are the Tribunes of the people, 

The tongues o'th' coramonr mouth : I do defpHe them j 

For they do prank them in authority 

Againft all noble fufFerance. 

SU. Pals no further. 

Cor. Hah!— what is that!-— — 

Bru. It will be dangerous to go on— no further. 

Cor. What makes this change J 

Men. The matter ? 

Com. Hath he not pafs'd the Nobles and the Com- 
mons? 

Bru. Commus, no. 

Cor. Have I had childrens' voices f 

Sen. Tribunes, give way; he mall to th* market 
place. 

Bru. The people are incens'd againft him. 

to. stop,. 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Are thefe your herd ¥ 
Muft thefe have voices, that can yield them now, 
And ftraight difclaim their tongues? what are your 

offices ? 
Yon being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ? 
Have you not fet them on ? 

Men. fie calm, be calm* 

Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the Nobility : 
Suffet't, and live wkh fuch as cannot rule,. 
Nor ever will be rul'd. 

Bru. Call'tnot-apfot* 
The people cry, you mocked them ; and, of latev 
When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd j 
Scandal'd the fuppliants for the people ; calTd them 
Time-pleafers, flatterers, foes to Noblencfe. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. ' 

Bru. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you inform'd them fince ? 

Bru. How ! I inform them I 

Cor. 
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Cor. You are^like to dofuch bufinefs. 
Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better yours. 
Cor. Why then fhould I be Conful ? by yond clouds, 
Let me defervc fo ill as you, and make me 
Your Fellow-Tribune, 

Sic. You fhew too much of That, 
For which the people ilir ; if you will pafs 
To where you're bound, you muft enauire your way 
Which you are out of, with a gentler /pint j 
Or never be fo noble as a Conful, 
Nor yoke with him for Tribune. 

Men. Let's be calm. v 

Com. The people are abos'd. ■ Set on ;— — this 

paltring (14) 
Becomes not Rome : nor has CorioJatnts 
Deferv'd this fo dishonoured Rub, laid falfly 
r th»' plain way of his merit. 

Cor. Tell me of corn f 
This was my fpeeeh, and I will fpeak't again ■ ■ 

Men. Not now, not now. 
Sen. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 
Cor. Now as I live, I will ■ '■' ■ ■■ > - 
As for my nobler friends, I crave their pardons : 
But for the mutable rank-fcented Many, 
Let them regard me, as J do not flatter, 
And there behold themfelves '. I fay again, 
In toothing them, we nourim 'gainft our Senate 
The cockle of rebellion, infolence, fedition, 
Which we our felves have plow'd for, fow'd and fcat- 

ter'd, 
By mingling them with us, the honoured number: 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 

(14) Tb* People srt abut' J, fit wj] This is pointed, as If 
the Senfe were, the People are fet on by the Tribunes: but f 
don't take That to be the Poet's Meaning. Cominiut makes a 
fingie Reflexion, and then bids the Train (qt forward, as again 
afterwards ; 

Well, On t» tb % Marketplace* 
And fo in Julius C*far ; , 

Set on. and leave m Ceremony ouK m 

. . Which 
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Which we have given to fbcggars. 

Men. Well, iio more 

&». No more words, we befeech yoa ■■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 
x C«r. Howl ■ ■ " no more 1 
As for my Country I have fhed my Wood, 
Not fearing outward fence ; fofltail «ay lttngs 
Coin words 'till their decay, agaiafttbofe meafles, 
Which we-dtfiamihoiildttttsr in, yet feefc 
The very wajr to<atoh them. 

Bru. You fpeakoW people, as yon -were a Goel 
To punifh, not a man of thiir infirmity. 

Sic. 'Twere well, we let the people kiiow\. 

Men. What, what! hSsxbolerr 

Cor. Choler! were I as patient as 4!he awdnight fleep, 
By Jwe, 'twould be my. unad. 

Sic. It is a mind 
That (hall remain a poifon where it is, 
Not poifon any further. 

Car. Shall remain i 
Hear vou this Triton of the mtasows ? suufe you 
His abfolute Jb<dl? . > 

Com. »Twas frora^he-oaoen. 

Car. &uB.t ~— ~— 
O good, but moft unwifc Patakians, Why, 
You grave, but wxeaJdefe Senators, have yon tfavs 
Given f/y</r#Jiereto chafe an officer, 
That with iris pc iciuyimy Jhali y being but 
The horn and *ww& oU' :monften> warns not fyfiit 
To lay, hell turn year current in a dkoh, 
And make your channel his ? If he have power. 
Then vail year ignorance ; Ifsrone, arwatoe 
Your dangerous lenity : if you a*e learned, 
Be not as common foots $ if you cue not* 
Let them have coJhions by yoa. You're Plebeians, 
If they be £enatow-; and they fcfe no less, 
When, both your voices bUmded, *be ^gwat'it tafto 
Moft palates theirs. They chufe their magiftraic * 
And iuch a one as he, who pots his fialh 
His popular Jhall, againft a graver Bench 
Than^ver frown'd In Greece! By Jove fchmW, 
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It makes the£anfulsl»fe$ and my foal akea 
To know, when 4wo authorities aieap, 
Neither Japveanv how ibon Cbafufion 
May ester '«wixt th*£apof Bocb, and take 
The one by th' other. 

Com. Well — Ontoth'iBi&e^fAaoe. 

Cor. Who ewer gave that coanfel, (to jghre forth 
The com o 1 th* forebode, g***, os 'twas as* 
Sometime* in Gre w— ■ ... 

Afc». Well* well, no more of (that. 

Cor. Though them, die People had more abiblute 
Power: 
T fay, they nouriftrtd &bk*dkuoc 9 fed 
The ruin of the State. 

Bru. Why Jhatt the people give 
One, that fpeaks thus, their voice? 

Cor. T&Tgiveinyj-eafais, 
More worthy than their voice, ifhey know, the com 
Was not our recompense ; ttellfag afiar'd, 
They ne'er didicmoe Sart ; temgiproft to th 9 war, 
Even when the navel of the State wastouch'd, 
They would not thread the gates : tins kindrif ieroke 
Did notdeferve corn grata: Being aha* war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they ibewM. 
took tebur, tfpbfae sot for thorn. IV accntatloii, 
Wfcioh they have often suufeogaisft the Senate, 
erbef 



All caufe unborn, >could never he die 1 

Of our fo frank donation. Well, what *hm f 

How ^hall :this $ofom*nwhipUed digeft 

The Senate's coofftefie r let deeds^exorefs, 

What'slike to he their words — •'We-didoeap***-— 

" We are the greater poll, and ia tree fear 

" They gave us our demands."- ■» 1 Thus we debafe 

The nature of our Seats, and wake the rabble 

Call our cam, *ea» ; which will ia timehpeak ope 

The locks o* th* Senate, and bring in the cro ws 

To peek the eagle*.* - ■, 

Men. Come, enoagb. 

Bru. Enough, wkh orenneafore. 

Gir/9fo^ takecHwe. • - __, 

What 
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What may be fworn by, both divine and human, . 

Seal what I end withal ! — This double worfliip, 

Where one part does difdain with caufe, the other 

Infuk without all reafon ; where gentry, title, wifdom, 

Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 

Of general ignorance, it muft omit 

Real neceffities, and give way the while 

T' unliable flightneis j purpofe £o barr'd, k follows, 

Nothing is done to purpofe* Therefore, befeeeh.you, 

(You that will be lefs fearful than difcrcet, 

That love the fundamental part of State 

More than you doubt the change oft; that prefer 

A noble life before a long, and wifh. 

To vamp a body with a dangerous phyiick, 

That's fure of death without ;) at once pluck out 

The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 

The fweet which is their poifon. Your dishonour 

Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the State 

Of that integrity which mould become it : 

Not having power to do the good it would, 

For th' ill which doth controuljt. 

Bru. H'as faid enough. 

Sic, H'as fpoken like a traitor,* and ihall anfwer 
. As traitors do. * 

Cor. Thou wretch! Defpight o'erwhchn thee ! — . 
What fhould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To th' greater bench. In a Rebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what muft be, was law, 
Then were they chofen ; in a better hour, 
Let what is meet, be faid, it muft be meet* 
And throw their Power iW duft. 

Bru. Manifeft treafon — -*— 

Sic. This a Corfu!? no* 

Bru. The JEthks, ho ! kt him be apprehended. 

[iEdilcs Emttr. 

Sic. Go, call the people, in whofe name my felf 
Attach thee as a traiterous innovator : 
A foe to th* publick weal. Obey, I charge thee, . 
And follow to thine anfwer : [L<$ing bold on Coriolanns. 



Cor i ol an us. 4<>£> 

Cor. Hence, old goat ! 
AIL We'll furety him.* 
Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I fhall (hake thy bones 
Oat of thy garment. 

Sic. Help me, citizens. > 

Enter a Rabble of Plebeians, nvitb the Adiles. 

Men. On both fides, more refpeft. 

Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your 
power. 

Bru. Seize him, jEdiles. 

All* Down with him, down with him ! 

2 Sen. Weapons, -weapon*, weapons J 

[Tbey all buftle about Coriolanus. 

Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens what ho!—*-* 

Siciniusy Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 

All. Peace, peace, peace, day, hold, peace! 

Men. What is about to be ? — I am out of breath ; 
Confofion's near, I cannot fpeak. — You Tribunes, 
Coriolanus, patience; fpeak, Siciuius. 

Sic. Hear me, people peace, 

AIL Let's hear our Tribune; peace; fpeak, fpeak, 
fpeak. » 

Sic. You are at point to lefe your liberties : 
Marcius would have all from you : Marcius, 
Whom late you nam'd for Conful. 

Men. Fie, fie, ^e, 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 

Sic. What is the city, but the people ? . 
. AIL True, the people arc the city. 

Bru. By the content of all, we were eftablifiYd 
The people's magiftrates. 

All. You fo remain. 

Men. And fo are like to do. 

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat ; 
To bring the roof to the foundation, 
And bury all, which yet diftin&ly ranges, 
la heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic. 
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&V. This deferves death. 

Pm. Or let us (land to our Authority 
Or let us lofe it : we do here pronounce, 
U-p^ftthtJpArtaWpBa^le; iawhofepowev 
We were elecled theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of prefent death. 

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him ; 
Bear him to th* rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deftru&ion caft him. 

Jw. JBSkst feieehim. 

JUPle. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word ; 'beieedt- yotr, Tribunes, 
hear me but a word** ■ 

JEdiles. Peace, peace. 

Mm* Be that you fecnr, truly your Country's friends, 
And tem'raiefypvoceedto what yen would 
Thus violently redrefe. 

Bru. Sb, tfcofe cold ways, 
That feem like prudent help*, are very poifomros, 
Whose th&di&afe is violent. . Lay hands- cm him, 
And bear him to the Reek. [Cor. draws bk Snnrd. 

Or. No; in die here. 
There's Jbme among you havebehekPme fighting, 
Come, try upon your felves, what you havefeen me. 

Men. Dewn-wkh that (word* Tribunes, withdraw a 

, while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon km. 

Men. Help Marcius, help— you that be noble, help 
him young and old. 

AIL Dow* whit him-, dewrt with Him. {Exeunt. 

[In tin's muttm> the Tribunes, the <£diles, and the 
people are lent in. 

Men. Ge> get yen to* yon* hosier begone, away, 
All Will be naught elfe. 

% Sen. Get you gone. 

Com. Stand fail, we have as many frieiHb at ene- 
mies. 

Men. Shall it be pot tn>Thnt r 

Sen. The Gods. forbid* 
I pr'y thee, noble friend, hometo tbyhOttfe> 

Leave 
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Leave as to cure this caufe. 

Men. For 'tis a fore, 
You cannot tekt your fclf ; begone, 'befoech you*. 

Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 

Men. I mouldy they were Barbarians, (as tbe^ase* 
Though in Rome littcrM ;) not Romans : (as they ase. 

not, 
Though calved in Ac porch o*th* Capitol : ) 
Begone, put not your worthy rage into your tongue* ' 
One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground 1 could beat Forty of them. 

Men. I could my felf take, up a. brace o'th* heft of 
them i yeas the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic^ l 
And manhood is calTd foolery, when it ftands 
Againft a falling fabrick. Will you hence. 
Before the tag return, whofe rage doA rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o^rbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 

Men. Pray you, be gone : 
I'll try, if my old wit be in requeflr . 
With thofe that have but little ; this ffluft be patchk 
With cloth of any colour. 

€bm- Come, away. {Exeunt Cbriolanus-W Cominius. 

1 Sen. This man has marr v d his fortune. 
Men. Hi» nature is too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune fbr his trident, 

Or Jove for's power to thunder : his heart's his moujth : 

What his breaft forges, that his tongue muft venu 

And, being angry, does forget that ever 

He heard the name of death. [A noifi within.. 

Here's goodly work. 

2 Sen. I would, they vmt arbtd. 

Men. I would, they were in #*#».— Wfcat, the ven- 



Conldke tm fymk 'em Mr ? 

Enter Bjuta* W Sickiiu* mtUktb* re&bhagm** 

Stc. Where is this viper, 
That would depopulate the city, and 
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Be every man himfclf ? 

Men. You worthy Tribunes — *- 

Sic. He (hall be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock 
With rigorous hands; he hath refilled Law, 
And therefore Law mall fcorn him further trial 
Than the feverity of publick Power, 
Which he fo fets at nought. 

i Cit. He fliall well know, the noble Tribunes are 
The people's mouths, and we their hands. 

Ail. He lhall, be fure on*t. 

Men. Sir, Sir, — — 

Sic. Peace. 

Men. Do not cry havock, where you fliould bat hunt 
With modeft warrant. > 

Sic. Sir, how comes it, you 
Have holp to make this refcue ? 

Men. Hear me fpeak ; 
As I do know the Conful's worthinefs, 
So can I name his faults — 

Sic. Conful!.— -what Conful! 

Men. The Conful Coriolanus. 

Bru. He Conful I . 

All. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If by the Tribunes* leave, andyours,good people, 
J may be heard, I'd crave a word or two ; 
The which mail turn you to no further harm, 
Than fo much lofs of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then, 
For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This viperous traitor ; to ejeft him hence, (15) 
Were but our danger ; and to keep him here, 
Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed, 

{15) ■ 7* ejtB Sim hence 

Were but one danger, and fo keep bim here 
Our certain Death }] This Reading, which has obtain'd 
ki the printed Copies, deftroyr that Climax which evidently 
feems defignM here, and thereby flattens the Sentiment. la my 
Opinion, the Tribune would fay, " To banifh him, will be 
« hazardous to~Us; to let him remain at home, oar certiia 
" Deftruaion." 

He 
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He dies to night. 

Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That oar renowned Rome, whofe gratitude 
Tow'rds her deferving children is enroil'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up ner own ! 

Sic. He's a difeafe that mud be cut away. 

Men. Oh, he's a limb, that has but a difeafe ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, ealie. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loft 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than That he hath, 
By many an ounce) he dropt it for his Country: 
And what is left, to lofe it by his Country, 
Were^» us all that do't, and fuffer it, 
A brand to th* end o'th* world. 

Sic. This is clean kamme. 

Bru. Meerly awry : wlien he did love his Country, 
It honour'dhim. 

Men. The fervice of the foot , 
Being once gangreen'd, it is not then refpetted 
For what before it was ■ ■ 

Bru. We'll hear no more. 
Purfue him to his houfe, and pluck him thence ; 
Left his infe&ion, being of catching nature, 
Spread further* 

Men. One word more, one word : 
This tiger-footed rage, when it fhall find 
The harm of unskann'd fwiftnefs, will (too late) 
Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by procefs, 
Left Parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 
And fack great Rome with Romans. 

Bru. If 'twere To — — 

Sic. What do ye talk ? 
Have we not had a tafte of his obedience, 
Our jEdiles fmotc, our felves refilled ? come— 

Men. Confider this ; he hath been bred i'th' wars 
Since he could draw a fword, and is ill-fchool'd 
In boulted language; meal and, bran togethe 
He throws without diflin&ion. Give me leave, 

Vol. VI. S I'll. 
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111 go to him, and undertake to bring hint 
Where he (hall anfwer by a lawful fbrin, 
In peace, to M* utr&oft peril. 

i Sen. Noble Tribunes, 
It is the huntaae way: the other courfe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end df it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic. Noble jftfavft&f, 
Be you then as the people's officer* 
Mailers, lay down yW Weapons. 
k , Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the fbrum ; we'll attend you there** 
Where, if you Bring riot Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our firft way. 

Men. I'll bring him to you.. ** 

Let me defire your company ;'he muft come, 
Or what is word will follow. 

i Sen. Pray, let's to him. [Exnatt. 

SCENE changes to CoriolakusV Houfe. 

Enter Coriolantw, with Nobles. 

. Cor. T E T them pull all about mine ears, prefent me 
I j Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes' heels, 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian Rock, 
That the precipitation might down ftretch 
Below the beam of fight, yet will I ftill 
Be thus to them. 

Enter Volumnia. 

NobL You do the nobler. 

Cbr. I mufe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen yaffals, things created 
To buy and fell with groats ; to fhew bare heads 
In congregations, yawn, be ftill, and wonder, 
When one but of rhy Ordinance flood up 
To fpeak of Peace or War ; (I talk of you) 
Why did you wifh me milder ? wou'd you have me 
Falfe to my nature ? rather fay, I play 

The 
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The man I am. 

Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir, * 
I would have had you put your Power weB on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let it go. *■ 

Vol. You mighthare be*n enough the man you are. 
With fbiving lefs to be fo. Le#er had been ( 16) 
The Thattartlngs qf your dHpofitions, if 
You had not fliewM them how you were difposM 
Ere they lack'd power to crofe you. 

Cor. Let them h*»g. 

Vol. Ay, and burn too. 

Inter Menemus, <witb the Senator*. j 

Men. Come, come, you've been too rough, fomef 
thing too rough : 
You muft return, and mend it. 
. Sen. There's no remedy, « 

Unlefs, by not fo doing, our good Citjr 
Cleave in the' midft, andperifti. 

Vol. Pray, be counfeird ; 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that leads my ufe.of anger 
To better vantage. 

Men. Well faid, noble woman : 
(17) Before he mould thus ftoop to th f Herd, but that 

- The 

(16) ■ ■ ' ■ LeferbgJiten 

The Things that thwart pur DifojUions,] 
The old Copies exhibit it, 

The Things of pur Difpofitions 
A few Letters repUc'd, that by fame Carelefcncfc dropM out, 
reflore us the Poet's genuine Reading 5 I 

The Thwartings of your Difpojitions. 

(17) Before be thus Jbtuld ftoop to tb* Heart,—] But how 
did Coriolanut ftoop to his Heart ? he rather, as we vulgarly 
exprefs it, made his proud Heart ftoop to the Neceffity of the 
Timet. I am perfaaded, my Emendation gives the true Read- 
ing. So, before, in this Play j 

Are tbefe your Herd ? ' 

S % Se, 
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The violent fit o'th' times craves it as phyfick 
For the whole State, I'd put mine armour on, . 
Which I can fcarcely bear. 

Cor. What mufti do? 

Men. Return to th' Tribunes. 

Cor. Well, what then ? what then? 

'Mm, Repent what you have fpoke. 

Cor, For them ? — I cannot do it for the Gods, 
Muft I then do't to them ? 

Vol, You are too abfolute, 
Tho' therein you can never be too noble. 
But when Extremities fpeak. I've heard you fay, 
Honour and policy, like unfever'd Friends, 
I'th' war do grow together: grant That, and tell me 
In peace, what each of them by th* other lofes, 
That they combine not there ? 

Cor. Tuih, turn « 

Men. A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour in your wars, to feem 
The fame you are not, which for, your beft ends 
You call your policy : how is't lefs, or worfe, 
That it mall hold companionfhip in peace 
With Honour, as in War ; fince that to both 
It (lands in like requeft ? 

Cor. Why force you this ? 

Vol* Becaufe it lies on you to fpeak to th' People : 
JJot by your own inftru&ion, nor by th' matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuch words 
But roated in your tongue ; baftards, and fyllables 
Of no allowaace, to your bofom's truth. 
Now, this no more difhonours you at all, 
Than to take in a Town with gentle words, 
WhicheHe would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood. ■ ■ ' ■ 
I would duTemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes, and my friends at flake, requir'd, 

So, in J alius Cafar j 

- IVbtn be peraivd, the common Herd was glad be refund tbt 
Crown, &c. 

And in many other Paffagcs, 

I fhould 
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I {hould do fo in honour. (18) I am in this 

Your Wife, your Son, thcfe Senators, the Nobles.—— 

And you will rather {hew our general lowts 

How you can frown, than fpcnd a fawn upon 'em, 

For the inheritance of their loves, and fafeguard 

Of what that Want might ruin f 

Men. Noble Lady f 
Come, go with us, fpeak fair : you may falve f* 
Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs 
Of what is paft. 

Vol. I pr'ythee now, my Son, 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having ftretch'd it (here be with them) 
Thy knee buffing the (tones 5 (for in fuch bufinefs 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th* ignorant 
More learned than the ears ;) (19) waving thy head, 

(iS) —-—--—— rm in this 

Y$*r Wtft $ your Son: tbt Senator* tbt Nobles, 
And ft*, &c] The Pointing of the printed Copies 
makes Aark Nonfcnfe of this Paflage. Volumnia is perfuading 
Coriolanus that he ought to flatter the People, as the general For- 
tune was at Stake ; and fays, that, in this Advice, She fpeaks 
as his Wife, as his Son ; as the Senate, and Body of the Patri- 
cians 1 who were in fome Meafure link'd to his Condud. 

Mr. Warbnrton. 
(29) waving thy Head, 

Which often, tbux, correcting thy flout Heart.] But do 
any of the Ancient, or Modern Matters of Elocution prcfcribe 
the waving tbt Head, when they treat of A&ion ? Or how does 
the waving the Head correct the Stoutneft of the Heart, or evi- 
dence Humility ? Or laftly, where is the Senfe or Grammar of 
thefe Words, Which if ten thus, &c? Thefe Queftions are fuffi- 
cient to (hew the abfurd Corruption of thefe Lines. I would 
read therefore j 

1 waving thy Hand, 

Which foften tbut, corretling tby flout Heart ; 

This is a very proper Precept of Action Anting the Occafion $ 

Wave thy Hand, fays She, and foften the A&ion of it thus, 

then (hike upon thy Bread, and by that Action (hew 

the People thou haft corrected thy flout Heart. All here is 

fine and proper. Mr. Warburton. 

S 3 Which 
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Or never truft to what my tongue can do 
rth' way of flattery further. 

Vol. Do your will. [Exit Volumnia. 

Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you^ arm 
Your felf to anfwer mildly : for they're prepar'd 
With accufations, as I hear, more ftrong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly.— Pray you, let us go. 
Let them accufe me by invention ; I . 
Will anfwer in mine honour.; 

Men. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor. Well, mildly be it then, mildly. — [Exeunt* 

SCENE changes to the Forum. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru. T N this point charge him home, that he affedU 

X Tyrannic Power: if he evade us there, 
Jnforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil, got on the Antiates, 
Was ne'er diftributed. What, will he come ? 

Enter an JEdile. 

JEd. He's coming. 

Bm. How accompanied ? 

jEd. With old Menemus, and thofe Senators 
That always favour'd him. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procur'd, 
Set down by th' poll ? 

JEd. I have ; 'tis ready, here. 

Sic. Have you colle&ed them by Tribes ? 

jEd. I have. 

Sic. Aflembleprefcntly the People hither, 
And, when they hear me fay, It mail be fo, 
I'th' right and ftrength o'th' Commons ; (be it either 
For Death, for Fine, or Banifhment,) then let th em 
If J fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death; 
Infifting on the old Prerogative 

And 
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And Power i'th' truth o'th' Caufe. 

jEd. I will inform them. 

Bru. And when fuch time they have. begun to cry, 
Let them not ceafe, but with a Din confus'd 
Jnforce the prefent execution 
Of what we chance to fentence. 

JEd. Very well. ' 

Sic. Make them be ftrong and ready for this hint, 
When we mall hap to give't them, 

Bru. Go about it. {Exit jEdilc, 

Put him to choler ftraight ; he hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temperance ; then he fpeaks 
What's in his heart ; and That is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius and Cominius with others* 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I do befeech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an hoftler, that for the pooreft piece 
Will bear the Knave by th' volume : — The honoured 

Gods 
Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs of Juftice 
Supply with worthy men, (21 ) plant love amongft you, 
- Throng our large Temples with the (hews of peace, 
And not our ftreets with war ? 

1 Sen. Amen, amen! 

Men. A noble wifh. 

(21) ■ plant Love among Ten 

Through our large Temples xvitb the Sbetvs 0/ Peace, 
And net eur Streets with War.} Though this be the 
Reading of all the Copies, it is flat Nonfenfe. There is no 
Verb either expreft, or underftood, that can govern the latter 
Part of the Sentence. I have no Doubt of my Emendation 
reftoring the Text rightly, becaufe "Mr. Warburt9n ftarted the 
fame Conjecture, unknowing that I had meddled with the Paf. 
foge. 

S 5 Enter 
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Enter the iEdile with the Plebeian. 

Sic. Draw near, ye People. 

JEd. Lift to your Tribunes : audience; 
Peace, I fay. 

Cor. Firft, hear me fpeftk. 

BothTri. Well, fay: peace, ho. 

Cor. Shall I be ckargM no farther d*n tfcw piefeat ? 
Mull all determine here r 

oVc. I do demand, 
If you fubmit you to the Peopled voice*, 
Allow their Officers, and are content 
To fuffcr lawful Cenfere for foch faults 
As fhall be provM upon you f 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. Lo, Citizens, he fays, he is c+nteat : 
The warlike fervice he has done, confidcr ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which fhew 
Like Graves i'th' holy Church-yard. 
. Cor. Scratches with briars., fears to move Laughter 
only. 

Men. Con&der further : 
'ITiat when he fpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Soldier ; (22) do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious founds : 
?ut, as I fay, fuch as become a Soldier. 
Rather than envy, you ■ 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 
That being paft for C6nful with full voice, 
I'm fo diihonour'd,. that the very hour 

w (22) ' d° *o* take 

His rougher A&ioris for malicious Sounds i\ I tiave no 
manner .of Apprehenfion now a Man's ABiont can be mi/taken 
for Wordt, It would be very abTurd, as well as extraordinary, 
were I to do a faucy Thing in Company* for the Perfon of- 
fended to tell me, Sir, you give me very impudent Language* 
This would be, certainly, taking Anions for Sounds : — We 
may remember, a Rougbttefi of Accent was one of Coriolmnuft 
4iftinguiflung CharaHerifticks. 
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Ybu fake it off again ? 

Sic. Anfwer to us. 

Cor. Say then : 'tis true, I ought (b. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have coptrivM to take 
From Romi all feaionM Office, and to wind 
Your felf unto a Power tyrannical ; 
For which you -are a traitor to the People. , 

Cor. How ? Traitor ? 

Men. Nay, temperately : your promife. 

Cor. The fires i'th 1 loweft hell fold in the people! 
Call me their traitor f thou inju* kins Tribune ! 
Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand deaths, 
In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers ; i would (ay, 
Thou lieft, unto thee, wkh a voice as free, 
As I do p*av the Gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, people ?- 

AIL/Yo th' Rock with him. 

Sic. Peace : 
We need not lay new matter to hie charge : 
What you. have (een him do, and heard him fpeak, 
Beating your Officers, curling your felvcs, 
Oppofing laws with ftroaks, and here defying 
Taofe whofe great Power muittry him, even this 
So criminal, and in fuch capital kind, 
Deferves th' extrearoeft death. 

Bru. Butfince he hath ' 
Serv'd well for- Rome — v 

Cor. What do you prate of fervice ? 

Bru. I talk of That, that know it. 

Cor. You? 

Men. Is this the promife that yo« made your Mother? 

Qom. £now, I pray ypu * 

" Cor, I'll know no farther ; 
Let them pronounce the deep Tarfeian death, 
Vagabond £#1$, flsaiqg, pent tp linger 
But with a grain a day, .1 would nftt t>uy" 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Nor check ray courage for what they can give, 
To have't with faying, good morrow. 

Sic, 
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Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Bnvy'd againft the people ; (eeking means 
To pluck away their Power ; as now at lad 
Giv'n hoftile ftroaks, and that not in the prefenct 
Of dreaded juftice, but on the Minifters 
That do diftribute it; in the Name o'th' People, 
And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this inftant) baniih him our City ; 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the Rock Terpeion, never more 
To enter our Rome's Gates. I'th* People's Name, 
I fay, it fliall be fo. 

AIL It mall be fo, it fliall be fo ; let him away : 
He's banifli'd, and it (hall be fo. 

Com. Hear me, my Mailers, and my common Friends-* 

Sic* He's fentene'd : no more hearing. 

Cum. Let me fpeak : 
(13) I have been Conful, and can {hew for Rome 
Her Enemies' Marks upon me. I do love 
My Country's Good, with a refpeft more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear wife's eitimate, her womb's increafe, % 
.And treafure of my loins : then if I would 
Speak that— ~ 

Sic. We know your drift. Speak what ? 

Bru. There's no more to be faid, but he is baniuYd 
As enemy to the People and his Country. 
Jt fliall be fo. 



(23) I have been Conful, and can Jbew from Rome 

Her Enemies Marks ttf>$n me,] How, from Romet Did He 
receive hoftile Marks from hfs own Country ? No foch thing: 
He received them in the Service of Rome. So, twice in the Be- 
ginning of next Ad, it is faid of Cor iol anus 1 
■ HadftTbou Foxjbip 

To banijb him, that firuck more Blows for Rome, 

Tban Tbou baft ffoken Words t 
.A fid again \ * 

Gaod Man I J be Wounds tbat be dots bear for Rome I 



M 
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All. It ftall be fo, it (hall be fo. 

Cor. You common cry of curs, whofe breath I hate, 
As reek o'th' rotten fenns ; whofe loves I prize, 
As the dead carcaffe* of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my air : I banifli you : 
And here remain with your uncertainty 5 
Let every feeble rumour (hake your hearts ; . 
Your enemies, with noddingof their plumes, 
Fan you into defpair : have the power (till 
To banifh your Defenders, 'till at length, 
• Your ignorance (which finds not, 'till it feels ; 
Making but refervafion of your fclves 
Still' your own enemies) deliver you, 
As moll abated captives, to fome nation 
That won you without blows ! Defpifing then, 
For you, the City, thus I turn my back : 
There is a world elfewhere 

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others. 
[The people Jbout, and throw up their capu 

JEd. The people's enemy is gone, is gone ! 

AIL Our enemy is banifh'd; he is gone! Hool hoo! 

Sic. Go fee him out at gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow'd you ; with all defpight 
Give him deferv'd vexation. Let a guard. 
Attend us through the City. 

M. Come, come ; let us fee him out at the gates ; 
come. 
The Gods preferve our noble Tribunes ! ■ .come. 

[Exeunt* 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE, before the Gates of Rome, 

Enter Corfcdanus, Volumnia, Virgilfr, Mencnius, 
Cominius, with the y.oung Nobility of Rome* 

COme, leave your tea«: a brief farewel: tk« i*eaft 
With many beads butts «ie away. Nay, mother, 
Where k yew ancient Courage? you were sstt 
To fay, Extremity was the t* ier of fpiriis, 
That common chances temnennen could bear * 
That v when the Sea wa* oaka, all boats alike 
Sbew'd mafterihip in floating. Fortune's blows. 
When moft ftruck home, being gently warded, craves 
A BOble cunning. You were us'd to ktad me 
With precepts, that would majce invincible 
The heart that cenn'd them. 

Fir. Oh heaViw ! O heav'ns ! 

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman—— 

Vol. Now the red peftilenoe ftrike ail trades in Rusu, 
And occupations penfii f 

Cor. What ! what ! what f 
I mall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Refume that fpirit, when you were wont to fay, 
If yon had been the wife of Hercules, 
Six of his labours you'd have done, and fav'd 
Your husband fo much fweat. Cominius, 
Droop not; adieu t farewel, my wife! my mother! 
I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Mtnenius, 
Thy tears are falter than "a younger man's, 
And venomous to thine eyes. My fometime General, 
I've feen thee Hern, and thou hail oft beheld 
Heart-hardning fpeftacles. Tell thefe fad women, 
!Ji* fond to wail inevitable ftroaks, 

A* 
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As 'tis to laugh at 'em,. Mother^ yo* *<*, 

My hazards ftill have been your folacc ; aid 

Believe't not lightly, (the' I go alottc;. 

Like to a lonely dragon, that hw fen 

Makes fear'd, and talk'd of jaere than feen : ) yew g^ 

Will, or exceed the common, or be ought 

With caufelous baits and pra&ice. 

Vol My firft Son, 
Where will you go ? take good Cmmmm 
With thee a while ; determine. on fome caurJa^ 
More than a wild expofure to each chance, 
That ftarfc i'tk* way before thee. 

Cor. O the Gods ! 

Com. I'll-follow thee a month, deiife with thee 
Where thou fhaltreft, that thou may'fthear of us, 
And we of thee. So, if the" tin* tferuft forth - 
A Caafe Ar thy Repeal, we flwil ntt&nd 
O'er the vaft world, to feek a fingla man; 
And lets advantage, which doth ewer cool 
I'th' abfence of the jecder. 
. Gr. Faaeyewell: 

Tkewrtk years epom thee, aad thm art too full] 
Of the war's forfeits, to go r«ve with one 
That's yet unbruis'd ; bring me hut out at gate. 
Come, my fweet wife, my deareft mother, and 
My friends of Aftble touch : when I am forth, 
Bid me farcwtl, and fmile. I pray you, come. 
While I Domain above the ground, you mall 
Hear from me ftill, and jievwof me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

Mm. That's worthily 
As any ear can hear. Come, let's mat weep. 
If I could fhafce off but oac feven year* 
From thefe old arms and lags, by the good Gods, ' 
I'd with thee every foot. 

Cor. Give me thy hand. \Extmt\ 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the iEdile. 

•fife. Bid them all heme, he'* gene ; and we'll nd 

further.. 

yw4 
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Vex'd arc the Nobles, who, we fee, have fided 
In his behalf. 

Bru. Now we have (hewn our Power, 
Let us feem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 

Sic. Bid them home ; 
Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient ftrength. 

Bru. Difmifs them home. 
Here comes his Mother. 

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. } 

Sic. Let's not meet her. 

Bru. Why ? 

Sic. They fay, fhe's mad. 

Bru. They have taVn note of as : keep on your way. 

Vol. Oh, y'arc well met : 
The hoorded plague o'th' Gods requite your love f 

Men. Peace, peace; be not fo loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you mould hear — 
Nay, and you fhall hear foroe. — Will you be gone ? 

Virg. Youfhall ftay too : — I would, I had the power 
To fay fo to my Husband. 

Sic. Are you mankind ? 

Vol. Ay, fool : is that a ihame ? note but this fool. 
Was not a Man my Father ? hadft thou foxfhip 
To baniih him that ftruck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou haft fpoken words — 

Sic. Oh bleffed heav*ns! 

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wife words, 
And for Rome's good— I'll tell thee what — yet go — 
Nay, but thou malt ftay too — — I would, my ton 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good fword in his hand, 

Sic. What then? 

Virg. What then ? he'd make an end of thy Pofterity. 

Vol. Baftards, and all. 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome I 

Men. Come, come, peace. 

Six 
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Sic. I would, he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not unknit himfelf 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would, he had. 

Vol. I would, he had f— 'twas you incens'd the rabble : 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of thofe myfteries which Heav'n 
Will not have Earth to know. 

Bru Pray, let us go. 

Vol. Now, pray, Sir, get you gone. 
YouVe done a brave deed : ere you go, hear this : 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneft houfe in Rome ; fo far my Son, 
This Lady's Husband here, this, (do you fee) 
Whom you have banifli'd, does exceed you all. 
. Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 

Sic. Why ftay you to be baited 
With one that wants her wits ? [Exe. Tribune*, 

Vol. Take my prayers with you. 
I wifh, the Gods had nothing elfe to do, 
But to confirm my curfes f Could I meet "em 
JBut once a-day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lyes heavy to't. 
. Men. You've told them home, 
And", by my troth, have caufe : you'll fup with me ? 

Vol. Anger's my meat, I fup upon my felf, 
And fo fhall ftarve with feeding : come, let's go, 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In anger, Juno like : come, come, fie, fie I [Exeunt* 

SCENE changes to Antiura. 

Enter a Roman and a Volfcian. 

Rim. T Know you well, Sir, and you know me ; your 
X name, Ijthink, is Adrian. 
Vol. It is fo, Sir : truly, I have forgot you. 
Rom. I am a Roman, but my ferviccs are as you are; 
againft 'em. Know you me yet ? 
Vol* Nicanor? no. 

Rom. 
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Rom. The fane, Sir. 

fV. You had more beaad when I laft few you, bat 
your favour is well appeared by your tongue. What's 
the news in Rome f I have a Note from the VoJfcian 
State to find you out there. You have well fav'd me a 
day's journey. 

R$m. Them hath been in £x*m* tangs ixifiuTe&ions : 
the People againft the Senators, Patricians, and Nobles. 

Vol.. Hath been ! is it ended then r our State thinks 
not fo : they are in a mo& waxlike preparation, and 
hope to come upon them in the heat of their divifion. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is paft, bat a faurii thing 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive (o 
to heart the BuHihaient of that worthy Corhlnmut, that 
they are in a ripe aptnefs to take all power from the 
People, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever. 
ThisJies glowing, I can tell yo«$ and is almoft mature 
l%r the violent breaking out. 

Vol. Coriolanui banhVd f ' 

Rom. Banifh'd, Sir. 

Vol. You will he wekonfe with this intelligence, 
Nicartor. 

Rom. The day ferves well for them now. I have 
heard it (aid, the fitteft time to corrupt a man's Wife, 
is when foe's fallen out with her husband. Your nook 
Tullus AufiSus will appear well in tkote wars, his great 
Oppofer Cerhlcmus being now in no requeft of his 
Country. 

Vol. He cannot chuie. I am moft fortunate, thus ac* 
cidentally to encounter you. You have ended my bufi- 
nefs, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I mall between this and (upper tell you mod 
Jlrange things from Runt ; all tending to the good of 
their Adversaries. Have you an army ready, fay you } 

Vol. A moft royal one. The Centurions anj their 
' Charges diftin«aiy hilletted, already in the entertain- 
ment, and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Rom. f am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am the 
man, I think, that ihall fet them in preffnt a^ion. So, 
Sir, heartily well met, and moft glaa of your companv. 

/V. 
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Vol You take my Part from me, Sir, I have the moll 
cade te* be glad of yours. 

Rom. Well, let us go together. [Exeunt. 

JSnter Coriolanus in mean jfyfarel, difguiSdand muffled. 

C$r. A goodly City is this Anliunu «— — 1 City, 
Tis I, that made thy widows : Many an h«ir 
Of thefe fair edifices for my wars 
Have I heard gman, and drop : then know me not, 
Left, that thy Wives with fpits, and bays wiih ftonej, 
In puny battle flay me. Save you, Sir. 

Made* s Citem* 

Ct. Aad you. 

Cor. Direft me, if it be yaur will, where great 
Aufidius lies : 
Is he in Antinm f ,. 

Cit. He is, and feafts the NoMe* of *• State, at his 
houfe thii night. 

Cor. Which is his houfe, I befeech you ? 
Ciu This, h**e, before you. --.„.. 

Grv Thank you, Sir : Farewel. [£**/ Cta*». 

Oh, world, thy flippery turns ! friends now faft-fworn, 
Whofe double boioms feem to wear one heart, 
Whofe how*, whofe bed, whofe meal aodexe*c*» 
Are ftill together, who twi**e (as 'twere) 1* love 
Unfeparablc, (hall within this hour, 
On a diffenfion of a doit, break out 
To bittereft erwaiiy. Sofetteftfoes, 
Whofe paffions and whofe plot* h*ve ]**** t*e>* ifcep 
To tatetheone the other, by fome ch*n?e, j 

Some trick hot worth an egg, fhall grow dear fns*to> \ 
And inter-join their iffues. So, with me ; — 
My birth-place have I and my lovers left ; 
This enemy's Town I'll enter « rf he flay me, 
H« ctoes f«ir 5«ftke ; if h* git* m* w*y, 
I'll do his Couatry **v*e. I* 

SCfiNE 



4*8 CORIOLANUS, 

SCENE changes to a Hall in AufidiusV 
. Houfe. 

Mufick plays. Enter a Serving-mast.- 

I 8er. \\T IN E, wine, wine I what fervice is here f 
VV I think, our fellows ,are afleep, [Exit* 

Enter another Serving-man, 

- 2 Ser. Where's Cotus ? my Mafter calls for him : 
Cttus* 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Cor. A goodly houfe ; the feaft fmtlls well j but I 
appear not like a gueft. 

inter the firft Serving-man* 

i Ser. What would you have, friend ? whence are 
you i here's no place for you : pray go to the door. 

[Exit. 
Cor. I have deferv'd no better entertainment, in being 
Coriolanus. \4fi**s 

Enter fecond Servant. 

2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir ? has the porter his eyes 
in his head, that he gives entrance to fuch companions ? 
pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away! ■■ 

2 Ser. Away ? — — get you away* 

Cor. Now thoii'rt troublefom. 

2 Ser. Are you fo brave? I'll have you talk'd with 
anon. 

Enter a third Servant. The firft meets him* 

3 Serv. What Fellow's this ? 

i Serv. A ftrange one as ever I look'd on : I cannot 
get him out o'th' houfe : pr'ythee, call my Mafter to 

3&r. 



CORIOLANUS. 429 

3 Ser. What h^veyoutodo here, Fellow? pray you, 
avoid the hoafe. « 

Cor. Let me but (land, I will not hurt your hearth. , 

3 Ser. What are you ? 

Cor. A Gentleman. 

3 Ser. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True ; fo 1 am. 

3 &r. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up feme 
other Station, here 1 * no place for you ; pray you, 
avoid: come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go and batten on cold 
bits. [Pujbis him anuay from him* 

3 Ser. What, will you not? pr*ythee, tell my Matter, 
what a ttrange Gucft he has here; • 

2 Ser. And I (hall. [Exitfecond Serving-titan. 

3 Ser. Where dwell'ft thou ? 
Cor. Under the Canopy ? 

5 Ser. Under the Canopy ? 

Cor. Ay. 

3 Ser. Where's that ? 

Cor. I'th' City of Kites and Crows. 

3 Ser. I'th' City of Kites and Crows ? what an Afs 
it is ! then thou dWeU'ft with Daws too ? 

Cor. No. I ferve not thy Mailer. 

3 Ser. How, Sir! do you meddle with my Matter ? 

Cor. Ay, 'tis an honefter fervice, than to meddle 
with thy Miftrefs; thou prat'tt, and prat*tt; ferve with 
thy trencher; hence. \Beat$ him away. 

Enter Aufidius with a Serving-man. 

Auf. Where is this Fellow ? 
2 Ser. Here, Sir ; I'd have beaten him like a dog, 
but for difturbing the Lords within. 

Auf. Whence com'ft thou ? what wouldft thou ? thy 
name? 
Why fpeak'ft not ? fpeak, man ; what's thy name ? 
Cor. If, Tullus 9 yet thou kfiow'ft me not, and fee- 
ing me, 
DoftV not yet take me for the man 1 am, 
Neceffity commands me name my felt 

* Auf. 
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Auf. What is thy name ? 

C*r. A name unmujical to Volfcian cars, 
And harfh in found to thine. 

Auf. Say, what is thy name ? 
Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy fane 
Bears a command in't ; though thy tackled torn, 
Thou fhew'ft a noble veffel : what's thy name i 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; knew'ft thou me yet > 

Auf. I know thee not ; thy name \ 

Cor. My name is Cat us Marciut, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the V$^timt$ 9 
Great hurt and mifchief ; thereto witnefs may 
My Sirrjanie C&riohmus. The painful fcrvke, 
The extream dangers, and the drops of bided 
Shed for my thankkfs Country, are requited, 
But with that Sirname : A good memory, 
And witnefs of the malice and eafpleafure 
Which thou fhouldft bear me, only that name remains* 
The cruelty and envy of the people, 
Permitted by our daftard Nobles, who 
Have all forfook me, hath devoured the red ; 
And fuffer'd me by th' voice of flaves to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope 
(Miftake me not) to fave my life ; for if 
I had fear'd death, of all the men i'th' world 
I'd have avoided thee. But in meer fpke 
To be full quit of thofe my Banifhers* 
Stand I before thee here : then if thou haft 
A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and (lop thole maims 
Of (home feefi through thy Country, fpeed thee ftraigbf* 
And make my mifery ferve thy Turn : fo ufe it, 
That my revengeful ferriees may prove 
As benefits to thee. For I will fight 
Againft my canker 'd Country, with fhe fpleen - 
Of all the under fiends. But if fo be 
Thou dar'ft not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
Thou'rt tir'd ; then, in a word, I alfo am 
Longer to live moft weary, and prcfent 

My 
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My throat to-chec, and to thy ancient malice : 
Which not to cut, would (hew thee but a fool. 
Since I have ever followed thee ^with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy Country's breaft, 
And cannot live, but to thy lhame, itafefs 
It be to do thee fenrtce. 

jiuf. Oh, Martins, Mar cms, 
Bach ward, thou'ft fyoke, hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient Citvy. If Jupiter 
Should from yon cloud fpeak to me things divine, 
And fay, 'th true ; Pd not bvlieve them more 
Than jhee, all-noble Marchts. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, wtiere-againft 
My grained afh an hundred times hath broke, 
And Tcar'd the moon with fplintcrs : here I clip 
The anvile of my fword, and do conteft 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, , 

As ever in ambitious ftrength I did 
Contend againfl thy valour. Know thou &r&, 
I lov'd the Maid I married ; never Man 
Sigh'd truer breath : but, that I fee thee here, 
Thou noble thing ! more dataces my rapt heart, 
Than when I firft my wedded miftrefs faw 
Beftride nfy threshold. Why, thou Mars! I tell thee, 
We have a Power on foot ; and I had purpeife 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
Or lofe my arm for't : thou haft beat me out 
Twelve feverai times, and I have nightly, fince 
Dreamt of encounters *twixt thy felf and me :. 
Wc have been down together in my fteep, 
Unbuckling helms, filling each other's throat, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Mara'us, 
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rom, but that 
Thou art thence banifh'd, we would mufter all 
From twelve to feventy j and pouring,war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold flood o'erbear. O come* go in, 
And take our friendly Senators by th' hands, 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, . 

Who 
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Who am prepar'd againfl your Territories, 
Though not For Rome it felf. 

Cor. You blefs mc, Gods ! 

Auf. Therefore, moft abfolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thy own revenges, take 
One half of my Commiffion, and fet down 
As beft thou art experienced, fince thou know'ft 
Thy C6untry's ftrength and weakness, thine own ways ; 
Whether to knock againfl the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely vifit them in parts remote, 
To fright them, ere deftroy. But come, come in ; 
Let me commend thee Aril to thofe, that mall 
Say yea to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes ! 
And more a friend, than e'er an enemy : 

Yet, Marcius 9 that was much, Your hand ; moft 

welcome 1 [Exeunt. 

Enter two Servants. 

i Ser. Here's a ftrange alteration. 

2 Ser. By my hand, i had thought to have flrucken 
him with a cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his 
clothes made a falfe report of him. 

i Ser. What an arm he has ! he turn'd me about 
with his finger and his thumb, as one would fet up a 
top. 

2 Ser. Nay, 1 knew by his face that there was fome- 
thing in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought — 
I cannot tell how to term it. 

i Ser. He had fo : looking, as it were — 'would I 
were hanged, but I thought there was more in him than 
I could think. 

2 Ser, So did I, Til be fworn; he is Amply the 
rareft man i'th' world. 

i Ser. I think, he is j but a greater Soldier than he, 
you wot one. 

z Ser. Who, my Matter ? 

i Ser. Nay, it's 1 no matter for that, 

2 Ser. Worth fix on him. 

I Ser. 
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i Ser. Nay, not fo neither ; but I take him to be the 
greater Soldier. 

2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay 
that ; for the defence of a Town, our General is excel- , 
lent. 

i Ser. Ay, and for an afTault too. 

Enter a third Servant, 

, 3 Ser. Oh, flaves, I can tell you news; news, you 
rafcals. 

Both. What, what, what ? let's partake. 

3 Ser. I would not be a Roman, of all nations ; I had 
as lieve be a condemned man. 

. Both. Wherefore? wherefore? 

3 Ser. Why, here's he that was wont to thwack our 
General, Caius Marcius. 

i Ser. Why do you fay, thwack our General ? 

3 Ser. I do not lay, thwack pur General ; but he was 
always good enough for him. 

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends ; he was 
ever too hard for him, I have heard him fay fo him- 
felf. 

i Ser. He was too hard for him directly, to fay the 
troth onV. before Corioli, he fcotcht him and notcht 
him like a carbonado. 

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might 
have broird and eaten him too. 

i Ser. But, more of thy news ; — ; 

3 Ser. Why, he is fo made on here within, as if he 
were Son and Heir to Mars: fet at upper end o'th' 
table ; no queftion ask'd him by any of the Senators, 
but they Hand bald before him. Our General himfelf 
makes a Miftrefs of him, fanttifies himfelf with's hands, 
and turns up the white o'th' eye to his difcourfe. But 
the bottom of the news is, our General is cut i'th* mid- 
dle, and but one half of what he was yefterday. For the 
Other .has half, by the Intreaty and Grant of the whole 
table. He'll go, he fays, and fowle the porter of Rome 

Vol. VI. T gates 



43+ CORIOLANUS. 

gates by th* cart. He will now down all before him, 
and leave his paflage poll'd. 

2 Ser. And he's as like to do't as any man I can ima- 
gine. 

3 Ser. Do't ! he will do't : for, look you, Sir, he has 
as many friends as enemies ; which friends, Sir, as it 
were, durft not (look vou, Sir) fhew themfelves (as we 
term it) his friends, whilft he's in direditude. 

i Ser. Dire&itude ! what's that ? 

3 Ser. But when they mall fee, Sir, his Crefl up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their 
burroughs (like conies after rain) and revel all with 
him. 

i Ser. But when goes this forward ? 

3 Ser. To morrow, to day, prefently, you fhall have 
the dram ftruck up this afternoon : 'tis, as it were, a 
parcel of their feaft, and to be executed ere they wipe 
their lips. 

2 Ser. Why, then we fhall have a ftirring world 
again : this peace is worth nothing, but to ruft iron, en- 
creafe tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 

i Ser. Let me have war, fay I ; it exceeds peace, as 
far as day does night ; it's fprightly, waking, audible, 
and full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy, 
roulPd, deaf, fleepy, infeniible, a getter of more ba- 
ftard children than war's a deftroyer of men. 

2 Ser. 'Tis fo; and as war in fome fort may be faid 
to be a raviiher, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a 
great maker of cuckolds. 

i Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate One another. 

3 Ser. Reafon ; becaufe they then lefs need one ano- 
ther : the wars, for my mony. I hope, to fee Romans 
as cheap as Volfcians. 

They are riling, they are rifing. 
Moth. Jn, in, in, in. \Extwit. 



SCENE, 
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SCENE, a publick Place in Rome. 
Enter Sicraias and Brutus. 

Sic. (Z4) TX7E hear not of him, neither need wc 

V V fear him ; 

'His remedies are tame i'th* prefent peace, 
And quietnefs oW People, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here we make his Friendi 
Blum, that the world goes well ; who rather had, 
Though they themfelves did fuffer by't, beheld 
Diflentious numbers peft 'ring ftreets, than fee 
Our Tradesmen tinging in their (hops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Enter Menenius. 

Bru. We flood to't in good time. Is this Menenius ? 

Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : O, he is grown moft kind of 
late. Hail, Sir! 

Men. Hail to you both f 

Sic . Your Coriolanus is not much mifs'd, but with his 
Friends ; the Commonwealth doth Hand, and fo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All's well, and might have been much better, 
if he could have temporiz*d . 

(24) lVe bear ntt of bim, neither need toe fear bit*, 
His Remedies are tame : tbe prefent Peace 
And ^uietnffi o m tb* People, xvbicb before % % 

Were in wild burry.} As this Pafluge has been hither- 
to printed, it labours under two Abfurdities ; firft, that the 
Peace abroad, and the Quietneis of the Populace at home, 
are call'd Mar ems' % Remedies; whereas, in Truth, thefe 
were the Impediments of his Revenge : In the next place. 
the latter Branch of the- Sentence is imperfect and un- 
grammatScal*. My Regulation prevents both thefe Inconve- 
aiencies* 

T 2 Sic. 
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Sic. Where is he, hear you } 
Men. Nay, I hear nothing s 
His mother and his wife hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four Citizens. 

All. The Gods preferve you both \ 

Sic. Good- e'en, neighbours. 

Bru. Good e'en to you all, good-e'en to you all. 

iCit. Our felves, our wives, and children, on our 
knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sic. Live and thrive ! 

Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours : 
We wifti'd, Coriolanui had lov'd you, as we did. 

AIL Now the Gods keep you \ 

Both Trib. Farewel, farewel. [Exeunt Citizens. 

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, 
Than when thefe fellows ran about the Greets, 
Crying confufion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 
A worthy officer i'th' war, but infolent, 
Overcome with pride, ambitious pall all thinking, 
Self loving. 

Sic. And affecling one fole Throne, 
Without Affiftance. 

Men. Nay, I think not fo. 

Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. 

Bru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome . 
Sits fafe and {till without him. 

V 

Enter ALdik. 

JEdile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a flave, whom we have put in prifon, 
Reports, the Volfdans with two feveral Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories ; 
And with the deepeft malice of the war 

Deflroy 
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Deft/oy what lies before *em. 

Men. 'Tis Aufidius, 
Who, hearing of our Mardm? Banifliment, 
1 hrufts forth his horns again into the world ; 
Which were in-fhcll'd when Mardus flood for Rome, 
And durft not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius f 

Th^v iT fe !. th \ rumourcr whipt. It cannot be, 
I he Volfctam dare break with us. 

Men, Cannot be \ 
We have Record, that very well it can ; 
And three example* of the like have been 
Within my age. But reafon with the fellow 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this ; 
Left you mould chance to whip your information, 
And beat, the meflenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me : 
I know, thjs cannot be. 

Bru. NotpoiUble. 

Enter a MeJftHgtr. 

Mtfl Tht Nobles in great earneftnefs are going 
All *o the Senate-houfe j foine news is come, 
That turns their countenances. 

Sic Tis this flave : 
Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes : his raifing t 
Nothing but his report ! 
^ Me/. Yes, worthy Sir, 
The flave's report is feconded, and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 

Sic . What more fearful ? 

Me/ It is fpoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Marcius, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a Pow'r 'gainft Rome; 
And vows Revenge as fpacious, as between 
The young'ft and oldeft thing. 

Sic. This is moft likely ! - 

T 3 Bru, 
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Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker fort may wiih 
Good Marcius home again: 

Sic. The very trick on't. 

Men. This is unlikely. 
He and dufidlus can no more atone, 
Than vioienteft contrariety. 

Enter Mtffengcr. 

Me/. You are fent for to the Senate : 
A fearful army, led by Cains Marcius, 
A floriated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; and have already 
O'er-borne their way/confum'd with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 

j Enter Cominius. 

Com. Oh, you have made good Work. 

Men. What news ? what news ? 

Com. Yo\x have holp to ravifh your own daughters, 
and , 

To melt the city-leads upon jour pates, 
To fee your Wives dishonour 'd to your notes. 

Men. What's the news ? what's the news ? 

Com. Your Temples burned in their cement, and 
Your franchifes, whereon you flood, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 

Men. Pray now, the news ? 
You Ve made fair work, I fear me: pray, your news? 
If Marcius mould be joined with the V*lfdaus 9 — 

Com. U\ he is their God ; he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, 
That (hapes man better ; and they follow him, 
Againfl us brats, with no lefs confidence, ' 
Than boys purfuing fummer butter-flies, 
Or batchers killing flies. 

Men. You've made good work, 
You and your apron-men ; that flood fo much 

Upon 
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Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlick-eaters. 

Com. He'll (hake your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules did fhake down mellow fruk : 
You have .made fair work ! 

Bru. But is this true, Sir ? 

Com. Ay, and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the Regions 
Do fmilingly revolt ; and, who refill, 
Are mock'd for, valiant ignorance, 
And perifh constant fools : who is't can blame him i 
Your enemies and his find fomething in him. 

Men. We're all undone, unlefs 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who fhall ask it ? 
The Tribunes cannot do't for fhame ; the people 
Deferve fuch pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the fhepherds : his beft friends, if they 
Should fay, " Be good to Rome;" they charge him even 
As thofe mould do that had deferv'd his hate, 
And therein ihew'd like enemies. 

Men. 'Tistrue. 
If he were putting to my houfe the brand 
That would confume it, I have not the face 
To fay, " 'Befeech you, ceafe." You've made fair hands, 
You and your crafts ! you've crafted fair 1 

Com. You've brought 
A trembling upon Rome , fuch as was never 
So incapable of help. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How ? was it we ? we lov'd him ; but, like 
beafts, 
And coward Nobles, gave way to your crofters, 
Who did hoot him out o'th' city. 

Com. But I fear, 
They'll roar him in again. Julius Aufidius* 
The fecond name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer : Defperation 
Is all the policy, ftrength, and defence, , 

r 7 T 4 That 
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*That Rome can make againit, them. 

Enter a Troop of Citizens, 



Men. Here come the clufters. • 



And is Aufidius with him ? — — You are they, 
That made the air unwholfome, when you call 
Your ftinking, greafy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanu$ % Exile. Now he's coming, 
And not a hair upon a foldier's head, 
Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcomb*, 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. *Tis no matter, . 
If he (hould burn us all into "one coal, 
We have deferv'd it. 

Omnts. Faitb, we heir fearful news. 

1 Cit. For mine own part, 

When I faid, baniih him * I faid, 'twas pity. 

2 Cit. And fo did I. 

3 Gt. And fo did I ; and to fay the truth, fo did very 
many of us j that we did, we did for the bell ; and tho* 
we willingly confented to his Banilhment, yet it wa# 
againft our will. 

Cm. Y'arc goodly things* you, vokeil — — 

Men. You have made good work, 
You and your cry. Shalrs to the Capitol t 

Cm. Oh, ay, whatelfe? [Exeunt* 

Sic Go, matter*, get you borne, be not difmay'd. 
Thefe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they fo feem to fear. Co hornet 
, And fbew no fign of fear, 

i Gt. The Gods be good to us : come, m afters, let's 
home. I ever faid, we were i'th' wrong, when we ha~ 
nifh'd him. 

2 Gt. So did we all ; but come, let's home. 

[Ex. Cit. 

Bru. I do not like this news. 

Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol; 'would, half my wealth 

Would 
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Would buy this for a lie ! 

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt Tribunes. 

SCENE, a Camp 5 ' at a fmall dijlance from 
Rome. 



\ 



Enter Aufidius, nvitb bis Lieutenant* 



Auf T*V O they fHll flie to th' Roman f 

\J Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft's ia 
him; but 
Your/old iers ufe him as the* grace Tore meat, 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end : 
And you are darken d in this action, Sir, 
Even by your own. 

Auf. I cannot help it now, 
Unlefs, by ufing means, I lame the foot 
Of our defign. He bears himfelf more proudly 
Even to my perfon, than, I thought, he would 
When firft I did embrace him. Yet his nature 
In that's no changling, and I mult excufe 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yetlwilh, Sir, 
(I mean for your particular) you had not 
Join'd in Commiflion with him ; but had borne 
The action of your felf, orelfetohim 
Had left it folely. 

Auf I underhand thee well ; and be thou fure, 
When he (hall come to his account, he knows not, 
What I ran urge againft him ; though it feems, 
And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent 
To th' vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly; 
And (hews good husbandry for the Volfcian State, 
Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as (boa 
As draw his fword : yet he hath left undone 
That which (hall break his neck, or hazard mine. 
When e'er we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I befeech, think you, he'll carry Rome? 
T 5 Auf. 
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Avf. All places yield to him ere he fits down, 
And the Nobility of Rome are his : 
The Senators and Patricians love him too : 
The Tribunes are no foldiers ; and their people 
Will be as rafli in the Repeal, as hafty 
To expel him thence. I think, he'll be to Rome (23) 
As is the Ofprey to the fifh, who takes it 
By Sovereignty of Nature. Firft, he was 
A noble fervant to them, but he could not 
Carry his Honours even ; whether pride, 
( Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man) whether defefik of judgment, 
(To fail in the difpofing of thofe chances, 
Whereof he was the lord) or whether nature, 
(Not to be o her than -one thing ; not moving 
From th' cafk to th* cufhion ; but commanding peace 
Even with the fame aufterity and garb., 
As he controlled the war ; ) But one of theft, 

(4.5) ' ' — — / think, hill be to Rome 

As is the Afpray tc the Fifh, who takes it 
By Sovereignty 0/ Nature,'] 
Though one's Search might hare been very vain to find any 
fuch Word as Afpray, yet I eafily imagin'd, Something moft 
' be couch'd, under the Corruption, in its Nature deftru&ive to 
Fifh, and that made a Prey of them. And this Sufptcion led 
me to the Difcovery. . Trie Ofprey is a Species of the Eagle, of 
a ftrong Make, that haunts the Sea and Lakes for its Food, and 
altogether preys on Fifli. But how will Ceriolama be to Rme, 
ac the Ofprey to the Fifh. 

■ ■ he'll take it 
By Sovereignty of Nature? 
Shakefpeare, 'tis well known, has a Peculiarity in Thinking; 
and, wherever he is acquainted with Nature, is fnre to allude 
to her moft uncommon Effefts and Operations. I am very 
apt to imagine, therefore, that the Poet meant, CortoUnus 
would take Rome by the very Opinion and Terror of his Name, 
as Fifh are taken by the Ofprey, thro* an tnilin&ivt Fear they 
have of him. 

(As 
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(As he hath (pices of them all) not all, 

For I dare fo far free him, made him, fear'd, 

So hated, and fo banifh d; but he has merit 

To choak it in the utterance : fo our virtues 

Lie in th' interpretation of the time ; 

And Power, unto it felf mod commendable, 

Hath not a tomb fo evident, as a chair 

T* extol what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail ; 

Right's by right fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail. 

Come, let's away 5 when, Cuius, Rome is thine, 

Thou'rt poor'it of all, then wordy art thou mine. 

[Exeunt* 



A C T V. 

SCENE, a pubUck Place in Rome. 

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, 
with others. 

M E N I N I U S. 

NO, I'll not go : you hear, what he hath faid, 
Which was fometime his General; who lov'd 
him 
In a moft dear particular. He calPd me father : 
But what o' that ? go you, that banifh'd him, 
A mile before his Tent, fall down, and knee 
The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd 
To hear Cominius fpeafc, Til keep at home. 
' Com, He would not fcem to knqw me. 
Men. Do you hear ? 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my nsms : 
I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus. 
He would not aafwer to 5 forbad all nam;s ; 

He 
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He was a kind of Nothing, titlelefs, 

'Till he had forg'd himfelf a name o'th' fire 

Of burning Rome. 

Men* Why, fo ; you've made good work : 
A pair of Tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap : a noble memory J 

Com. I minded him, how. royal 'twas to pardon 
When it was leaft expected. He reply 'd, 
It was a bare petition of a State 
To one whom they had punifh'd. 

Men. Very well, could he fay lefs ? 

Com. I offer'd to awaken hi6 regard 
For's private friends. His anfwer to me was, 
He could not ftay to pick them in a pile 
Of noifom mufty chaff. He faid, 'twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 
And ftill to nofe th' offence. 

Men. For one poor grain or two ? 
I'm one of thofe : his mother, wife; his child* 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains ; 
You are the mufty chaff; and you are fmelt 
Above the Moon. We mud be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: if you refufeyour aid 
In this fo never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our diftrefs. Bur, fure, x if you 
.Would be your Country's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the inftant army we can make, 
Might flop our Country-man. 

Men. No : I'll not meddle. 

Sic. Pray you, go to him. 

Men. What ihould I do ? 

Bru. Only-make tryal what your love can do 
For Rome, towVds Marcius. 

Men. Well, and fay, that Marciys 
Return me, as Cominius is returned, 
Unheard : (what then ?) 
But as a difcontented friend, grief-fhot 
With his unkindnefs. Say't be fo I 

Sic Yet your gcod wift 

Muft 
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Muft have that thanks from Rome, after the meafitre 
As you intended well. 

Min. I'll undertake it : 
I think, he'll hear me. . Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much -un he arts me. 

He was not taken well, he had not din'd - 

The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the morning, are unapt 
, To give or to forgive ; but when we've ftuff'd 
Thefe pipes, and thefe conveyances of blood 
With wine and feeding, we have fuppler fouls 
Than in our prieft-like fafts ; therefore 111 watch him 
'Till he be dieted to my requeft, 
And then I'll fet upon him. 

Bru. You know the very road into hi&kindnefs. 
And cannot lpfe your way. 

Men. Good faith, I'll prove him, 
Speed Row it will. I fhall ere long have knowledge 
Ofmyfuccefs. [Exit. 

Com. He'll never hear him. 

Sic. Not? 

Com. I cell you, he does fit in gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burn Rome; and his Injury 
The Goaler to his Pity. I kneel'd before him, 
' Twas very faintly he faid, rife : difmifs'd me 
Thus, with his fpeechlefs hand. What he would do, 
He fent in writing after ; what he would not. 
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, unlefs his mother 
And wife, — who (as I hear) mean to follicithim 
For mercy to his Country : therefore hence, 
And with our fair intrcaties hade them on, [Exeuat. 
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SCENE changes to the Volfcian Camf. 

Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard. 

i Watch. O T AY : whence are you ? 

O 2 Watch. Stand, and go back. 
Men. You guard like men, 'tis well. But, by your 
leave, 
I am an Officer of State, and come 
To fpeak with Qoriolamu. 
1 Watch. Whence? 
Men. From Rome. 

i Watch. You may not pafs, you muft return : our 
General 
Will no more hear from thence. 

% Watch. You'll fee your Rome embraced with fire, 
before 
You'll fpeak with Coriolanus. 

Men. Good my friends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears ; it is Menenius. 

i Watch. Be it fo, go back : the virtue of your Name 
Is not here paJTable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 
Thy General is my lover : I have been 
The book of his good a£b ; whence men have read 
His fame nnparalkl'd happily amplified : 
For I have ever verified my friends, 
(Of whom he's chief) with a}l the fize that verity 
Would without lapfing fufFer : nay, fometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a fubtle ground, 
I've tumbled pan the throw ; and in his praife 
Have, almoli, ftamp'd the leafing. Therefore, fellow, 
I mail have leave to pafs. 

i Watch. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in 
his behalf) as you have uttered words in your own, 

you 
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you (hould not pafs here : no/ though it were as 
virtuous to lie, as to live chaftly. Therefore, go 
back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember, my name is Me- 
nemus ; always fa&ionary of the Party of your Ge- 
neral. 

2 Watch. Howfoever you have been his liar ( as 
you fay, you have ;) lam one that, telling true un- 
der him, muft fay, you cannot pafs. Therefore, go 
back. 

Men. Has he din'd, can'ft thou tell ? for I would 
not ipeak with him till after dinner. 

I Watch. You are a Roman, are you ? 

Men. I am as thy General is. 

i Watch. Then you fhould hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have pufh'd out of your gates 
the very Defender of them, and, in a violent popular 
ignorance, given your enemy your lhield, think to front 
his revenges with the eafy groans of old women, the 
virginal palms of your daughters, or with the paliied 
interceffion of fuch a decayed Dotard as you feem to 
be ? can yon think to blow out the intended fire your 
city is ready to flame in, with fuch weak breath as 
this ? no, yon are deceived, therefore back to Rome % 
and prepare for your execution ; you are condemned, 
our General has fworn you out of reprieve and par- 
don. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy .Captain knew I were here, he 
would ufe me with eftimation. 

i Watch. Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy General. 

i Wateh. Mp general cares not for you. Back, I 
fay, go ; kft I let forth your half pint of Blood. Back, 
that's the ntmoft of your Having, back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow, — — 



Enter Coriolanus, with Aufidius. 
Or. What's the matter ? 



Men % 
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Men. Now, you companion, 1*11 fay an errand for 
you ; you (hall know now, that I am in eftimation ; 
you (hall perceive, that a JWi-gardant cannot office 
me from my fon Coriolanus\ guefs but my entertain- 
ment with him; if thou ftand'il not i'th* ftate of hang- 
ing, or of fome death more long in fpedlatormip, and 
crueller in fuffering, behold now prefently, and fwooit 
for what's to come upon thee. — The glorious Gods 
fit in hourly fynod about thy particular profperity, and 
love thee no worfe than thy old father Minemus does ! 
Oh my fon, my fon ! thou art preparing fire for us ; 
look thee, here's* water to quench it. 1 was hardly 
mov'd to come to thee, but being aflured, none but 
my felf could move thee, I have been blown out of 
Our gates with fighs j and conjure thee to pardon Rome, 
and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good Gods 
aflwage thy. wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon this 
varlet here ; this, who, like a block, hath denied my 
accefs to thee- • 

Cor. Away ! 
. Men. How, away ? 

Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 
Are fervanted to others : though I owe 
My revenge properly, remiffion lyes 
In Volfcian breads. That we have been familiar, (26) 

Ingrate 

* (26) ■■ That we have been familiar, 

Ingrate Forgetfuhefs fa all poyfon, rather 

'than pity : Note bevo much ■ ] 
We cannot defire a more fignal InlUnce of the indolent Stu- 
pidity of our^Sditors. Forgetfulnefs anight poyfiu, in not re- 
membring a Converfation of Friendfhip, but bow could it, in 
fuch an A&ion, be faid to pity too ? The pointing i§ abfurd ; 
and the Sentiment consequently funk into Nonfenfe. As I 
hare regulated the Stops, both Dr. Ibirlby and Mr. Warburttn 
faw with me, they ought to be regulated. I have ftill ven- 
tured beyond my ingenious Friends, in changing Poyfen into 
Prifon : which adds an Antithefis, by which the Senfe fecmt 
clearer and more natural ; vix. That Fergetfulnefi fliali rather 

keep 
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Ingrate Forgetfulnefs (hall prifon, rather 
Than Pity note how much.— —Therefore, be gone j 
Mine ears againft your fuits are Wronger than 
Your gates againft my force. Yet, for I loved thee, 
Take this along ; I writ it for thy fake, 

[Gives him a letter \ 
And would have fent it. Another word, Menenius, 
I will not hear thee fpeak.- — This man, Aufidius, 
Was my belov'd in Rome ; yet thou behold 1 !* ■ ■« 
Auf, You keep a conftant temper. [Exeunt* 

Manent the Guard, and Merrenius. 

1 Watch. Now, Sir, is your name Menenius ? 

2 Watch. 'Tis a Spell, you fee, of much power : yott 
know the way home again. , 

1 Watch. Do you hear, how we are fhent for keep- 
ing > our Greatnefs back ? 

z Watch, What caufe do you think, I have to fwoon \ 
Men. I neither care for the world, nor your General : 
for fuch things as you, I can fcarce think there's any, 
y'are fo flight. He, that hath a will to die by himfelf, 
fears it not from another : let your General do his 
worft. For you, be what you are, long; and your 
tnifery encreafe with your age ! I fay to you, as I was 
(kid to, Awa y ■ {Exit. 

i Watch. A noble fellow, I warrant him, 

2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our General. He's 
the rock, the oak not to be wind fhaken. {Ex. Watch* 

Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. We will before the Walls of Rome to morrow 
Set down our Hoft. My Partner in this a&ion, 
You rnufl report to th' Volfcian lords, how plainly 
I've borne this bufinefs. 

keep it * fecnt, that we have been familiar } than Pity (hall dif- 
chfi how much we have been fo» 

Auf % 



450 Cor iolanvs. 

Auf. Only their Ends you have refpe&ed; ftopt 
Your ears againft the general fuit of Rome : 
Never admitted private whifper, no, 
Not with fach friends that thought them fare of you. 

Cor. This laft old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have fent to Rome, 
Lov'd me above the meafiue of a father ; 
Nay, godded me, indeed. Their lateft refuge 
Was to (end him ; for whofe old love, I have 
(Tho' I ftiewVJ fcVrly to him) once more o&r'd 
The firft conditions ; (which they did refufe, 
And cannot how accept,) to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more : a very little 
I've yielded to. Frefti embaffie, and iuits, 
Nor from the State, nor private friends, hereafter 

Will I lend ear to. Ha ! what (hout is this ? 

{Shout nnitbiu. 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow, 
In the &me time 'tis made? 1 will not 

£r//rVirgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Marcius, nvitb 
Attendants all in Mourning. 

My wife comes foremoft, then die honoured mould 

Wherein this trunk \vas framed, and in her hand 

The grand-child to her blood. But, out, affedion ! 

All bond and privilege of Nature break ! 

Let it be virtuous, to be obflinate. 

What is that curt'fie worth ? or thofe dove's tye*, 

Which can make Gods forfworn ? I melt, and am not 

Of flronger earth than others : my mother bows, 

As if Olympus to a mole-hill mould 

In /application nod ;, and my young boy 

Hath an afpcd of interceffion, which 

Great Nature cries, — - " Deny not. Let the 

Volfcions 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy ; I'll never 
Be India goring to obey inihn& ; but Hand 
As if a man were author of himfclf, 

And 
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And knew no other kin. 

Virg. My lord and husband ! 

Cor. Thefe eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome. 

Virg. The farrow, that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you think fo. 

Cor. Like a dull ador now, 
I have forgot my Part, and I am out, 
Even to a full difgrace! Beft of my flefh. 
Forgive my tyranny j bat do not iay, 

For That, " forgive our Romans. O, a kifc 

Long as my exile, fweet as my revenge ! 

Now by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kifs 

I carried from thee, Dear ; and my true lip 

Hath virgin'd it e'er fince.— You Gods \ I prate; (27) 

And the 'moil noble mother of the world 

Leave unfaluted : fink, my knee, i'th' earth j \hutls. 

Of thy deep duty more impreffion (hew 

Than that of common fons. 

Vol. O ftaad up bleft ! 
WJhiLfl: with no fofter cufhion than the dint 
I kneel before thee, and improperly 
Shew duty as miitaken all the while, \k*tth* 

Between the child and parent. 

( 47 } . You God*, X fray, 

And the moft noble Mother of the fVtrld^ 

Leant unfaluted:'} 
An old Corruption muft have poflcfs'd this PaiTage, for two 
Reafons. In the firft Place, whoever confute this Speech, 
will find, that He is talking fondly to his Wife, and not pray- 
ing to the Gods at all. Secondly, if He were employ'd in his 
Devotions, no Apology would be wanting for tearing his Mo- 
ther unfaluted. The Poet's Intention was certainly This. 
jCorioIanus, faring been lavilh in his Tendemeflts and Raptures 
to his Wife, bethinks himfdf on the ludden, that his Fond- 
nefs to her had made him ^viky of HI Manners in the Neg- 
le& of his Mother ; and, therefore correcting himfctf opon Re- 
flexion, cries j 

Tom God* ! I prate ; 

i. e. talk fondly, «s4 without due Bound* 

Cor. 
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Cor. What is this ? 
Your knees to me ? to your corrected Ton ? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the ftars ; then, let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars 'gainft the fiery Sun : 
Murd'ring lmpoflibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight work.* 

Vol. Thou art my warrior, 
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady i 

Cor. The noble filler of P op I i cola, 
The moon of Rome ; chafte as the ificle, 
That's curdled by the froft from purefl fnow, j 

And hangs on Dians Temple : dear Valeria I - I 

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, I 

[Jbeiving young Marciui. | 
Which by th' interpretation of full time * i 

May (hew like all your felf. 
Car. The God of foldiers, 
With the confent of fupream Jo<ve> inform 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefs, that thou may 'ft prove 
To Shame unvulnerable, and ftick i'th' wars 
Like a great feamark, {landing every flaw, 
And faving thofe that eye thee I 
Vol. Your knee, firrah. 
Cor. That's my brave boy. 
. Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myfelf, 
Are fuitors to you. 

Cor. I befecch you, peace : 
Or, if you'd ask, -remember this before i 
The thing, I have forfworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not bid me 
Difmifs my foldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's Mechanicks. Tell me not, 
Wherein I feem unnatural : deiire not 
T'allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reafons. 

Vol. Oh, no more ; no pore : 
You've faid, you will not grant us any thing : 
For we have nothing elfe to ask, but That 

* ' Which 
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Which you deny already ; yet we will ask, 

That if we fail in our requoft, the Blame 

May hang upon your Hardnefs ; therefore hear us. 

Cor. Jufidius, and you Volfcians, mark ; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. ■ Your requeft ? 

Vol. Should we be filent and not fpeak, our raiment 
And date of bodies would bewray what life 
We've led fince thy Exile. Think with thy fetf, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither \ fince thy fight, which ihould * 
Make our Eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with com- 
forts. 
Conftrains them weep, and (hake with fear and forrowj 
Making the mother, wife, and child to fee, 
The fon, the husband, and the father tearing 
His Country's bowels out : and to poor we, 
Thine enmity's mod capital ; thou barr'fl us 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. For how can we, 
Alas ! how can we, for our Country pray, 
Whereto we're bound ? together with thy victory, 
Whereto we're bound ? Alack ! or we mud lofe 
The Country, our dear nurfe ; or elfe thy perfon, 
Our comfort in the Country. We muft find 
An eminent calamity, tho' we had 
Our wifh, which fide fhou'd win. For either thou 
Muft, as a foreign Recreant, be led 
With manacles along our flreet j or elfe 
Triumphantly tread on thy Country's ruin, 
And bear the palm, for having bravely (hed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For my felf, fom 
I purpofe not to wait on Fortune, 'till 
Thefe wars determine : if I can't perfuade thee 
Rather to mew a noble grace to both parts, 
Than feek the end of one ; thou (halt no fooner 
March to affault thy Country, than to tread 
(Truft to't, thou malt $ot) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. 
Fire. Ay, and mine too, . 

./ That 



454 Coriolakus. 

That brought 70a forth this Boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 

Boy. He (hall not tread on me : 
1*11 run away till I'm bigger, but then YVi fight. 

Cor. Not of a woman's tendernefs to be, 
Requires, nor child, nor woman's face, to fee : 
1 Ve fat too long. 

Vol. Nay, go not from as thus : 
If it were fo, that our requeft did tend 
To fave the Romans, thereby to deftroy 
The Folfcians whom you ferve, you might condemn us, 
As poyfonous of your Honour. No ; our fuic 
Is, that you reconcile them : while the Votfcians 
May fay, ' This mercy we have fhew'd ; the Romans, 

* This we rcceiv'd ; and each in either fide 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, u Be bleft 

* For making up this Peace f Thou know'ft, great fon, 
The End of War's uncertain ; but this certain, 

That if thou conquer Rem*, the benefit, 

Which thou (halt thereby reap, is fuch a Name, 

Whofe repetition will be dogg'd with Curfcs : 

Whofe Chronicle thus writ, 4 the man was noble — — 

' But with his kft attempt he wip'd it out, 

' Deftroy'd his Country, and his name remains 

' To the enfuing age, abhorr'd.' Speak to me, fon : 

Thou haft affedted the firft drains of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the Gods ; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks oW air, 

And yet to charge thy fulphur with a bolt, (28) 

That mould but rtve an oak. Why doft not (peak ? 

Think'ft thou it Honourable for a noble man 

Still to remember wrongs ? Daughter, fpeak you : 

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, Boy i 

(28) And yit to change thy Sulphur with a Bolt, 
Tbatjbould but rive an Oake.] 
All the printed Copies concur in this Reading, but I have 
certainly rcftor'd the true Word. Vid* the nth Note on this 
May, , 

. Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, thy childifhnefs will move him more 
Than can oar reafons. There's no man in the world 
More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i W Stocks. Thou'ft never in thy life 
Shew'd thy dear mother any courtefie ; 
When ihe, (poor hen) fond of no fecond brood, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and fafcly home 
Loaden with honour. Say, my Requeft's unjuir, 
And fparn me back : but, if it be not (o, 
Thou art not honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reftratn'ft from me the duty, which ' 

To a mother's part belongs. He turns away : 

Down, Ladies ; let us fhame him with our knees. 
To's fir name Coriolanus 'longs more pride, 
Than pity to our prayers. Down j and end ; 
This is the laft. So we will home to Rome, 
• And die among our neighbours : nay, behold us. 
This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowship, 
Does reafon our petition with more ftrength 
Than thou haft todeny't. Come, let us go: 
This fellow had a Folfcian to his mother : (20) 
His wife is in Corioli, and this child 
Like him by chance ; yet give us our difpatch : 
I'm huflit, untill. our City be afire * 
And then I'll fpeak a little. 

Cor. O mother, mother! — 

[Holds her by the hands, fihnt, 

(29) Tbis Fellow bad a Volfcian to bis Mother 5 

His JVife is in Corioli 5 and his Child 

Like bim by Cbance ; ] But tho* his Wife was in 

Corioli, might not his Child, neverihelefs, be like him ? The 
minute Alteration I have made, I am perfuaded, reftores the 
true Reading. Volumnia would hint, that Coriolanus by hi* 
ftcrn Behaviour had loft all Family-Regards, and did not re- 
member that he had any Child. I am not his Mother, (fays 
(he) his Wife is in Corioli, and tbis Child, whom We bring 
with ns, (young Marcius) is not his Child, but only bears his 
Refemblance by chance. 

What 
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What Hare you done ? behold the heav'ns do ope, 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural fcene 
They laugh at. Qh, my mother, mother ! oh ! 
You've won a happy victory to Rome : 
But for your fon, believe it, oh, believe it, 
Moft dang'roufly you have with him prevailed, 
If not moft mortal to him. Let it come : — 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
Til frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufdius, 
Were you in my ftead, fay, would you have heard 
A mother lefs ? or granted lefs, Aufidius f 

Auf. I too was mov-d. 

Cor. I dare be fworn, you were ; 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to fweat Companion. But, gpod Sir, 
What peace you'll make, advife me : for my part, 
I'll not to Rome, Til back with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this caufe. O mother ! wife ! — 

Auf. I'm glad, thou'ft fet thy mercy and thy honour 
At difference in thee ; out of That I'll work 
My felf a former fortune. [AJide. 

Cor. Ay, by and by ; but we will drink together ; 
And you (half bear [To Vol. Virg. fcfc. 

A better witnefs back than words, which we, 
On like conditions, will have counter- feal'd. 
Come, enter with us : Ladies, you deferve 
To have a Temple built you : all the fwords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms, 
Could not have made this Peace. {.Exeunt, 
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SCENE, the Forum, wRom e. 
2s*frrMenenius WSidniua. 

Afct, QEE you yond coin oW Capitol, yond corner* 

O ftonc? 
&V. Why, what of that? 

* J£r». If it be poffible for yoo to dttjplace it with your 
little finger, thane is fame hope the Ladies of Rome, 
efpecially hi? mother, may prevail with him. But, I 
fay, there is no hopeia't; our throats are " fentenc'd* 
and ftay upon execution. 

Sic Is't poffible, that fo ihort a time can alter the 
condition of a man ■? 

Men. There is diiFerence hetween a grub and a but- 
terfly, yet your butterfly was a grub ; this Marcius is 
grown from man . to dragon : he hat wings, he's more 
than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He lovxl his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me ; and he no more remembers his 
mother now,, than an eight years old horfe. The tart- 
nefi of his face fours ripe grapes. When he walks, he 
moves like an engine, and the ground ftirinks before his 
treading. He is able to pierce a corflet with his eye: - 
talks like a knell, and his hum is a battery. He fits 
in his State, as a thing made for Alexander. What he 
bids be' done, is finifh'd with his bidding. He wants 
nothing of a God,' but Eternity, and a heaven to 
throne in.' 

• Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him m the chara&er. Mark, what 
mercy his mother fliali bring from him ; there is no; 
more mercy in him, than there is milk in a male tyger ; 
that fhall our poor City find; and all this is long of 
you. : .\ L 

Sic. Hie Gods be good unto us ! 

Vot.VI. U Men. 
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Men. No, in ftch a cafe the Gods will not be good 
unto us. When tire baniflfd £ini, Wt .fc%fc4fcd not 
them : and, he returning to break our necks, they rt- 
ipe&notu*. 

£i*er * ttffiigtr.. 

Me/. Sir, if you'dfaveycmritte^nysjo vwurlioolei 
The Fkteians^c\«ty«mr deHfittttMtnme, 
And bale him«p anddown? AttfBieanmg, if 
The Monumkdimrblfog not^oomfoiufriac, 
Jhqf^veJiinideadiV* " 



Sic What's the news? 

1W^! Good jfeWs, ^ood news, the Xadies have ,jm» 

' inuTd, 
The T^Z/TAHn^'dinodg^, and l&reiivjpaei 
A merrier day did never ye^ greet Tbm> 
No, notth' Expulfion^brthoT^^/. 

feV.fHend, 
Art certain, this ts**ue ?~ irit moll certain t' 

Me/. Ascertain, as rkmro* tbe 5u* is fire: 
Where have you4urkM, 'that you ihake doubt of it ? 
Ne^r through an A ret fo hurried rthe blown tide, 
As the recOmforted through &* ^ates. Why, nadc y«a * 
[Trumpets, Hautboys, -Drums 7>eat, ^U^t^getier* 
The trumpets, fackbuts, pfiteries and -fifes, 
Tabors and cymbals; And the fhouting Romans 
Make the Sun dance. Hark you-! \4<JbQu*Kvitbin. 

Men. Thk-is good news : 
I willgb meet tfte Ladies. 'TMn-fiJuftni* : 
Is'wtfrth of Ctoni^ . . 

A City full; of Tribunes, ^uehas'yo^ .«,,.. 
A' Swan* Land Full/You've pray'd Well to day t . 
This morning, for ten thau&nd of yW*ta©«»'* . * 

W 



Pd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy ! 

Sic. Firft, the Gods blefej}^ for your tidings: next, 
Accept my thankfulnefs. 
Me/. Sir, we na#e> afl> gtta^fattfr to* giv* great 

thanks. 
Sic. Th ey t Vn*a* the City f 
iii^/1 Almoft at point to enwiv 
Sic. We'll meet them, and help- t*f* joy. ['£***/. 

Enter two Se**tort 9 nvitb- ladiet* fetffing ever tfo 
fiage ; with other Ltmds. 

Sen. Bekolfftoar Pfttfonei** the. Life of ft?***; 
Call alfcytur. Tribe* together pwujuhrGods, 
And-m*Jtet&ta^lttftC: fires: 4iw fWmbefarc tasflv: 
Unfhout the noife, that baaiiVd Abwn ; 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother: 
Cry, — welcome* La£e**. fenfaofcto! [E**$a$k 

AIL Wftktm* Lata*, wctafcnej ~r** 

SCE^E ^A*^ /<? a puhlick Tlaa in 

Entjt Tdto Aufctfife. «**ir JbUttdmt, 

Juf. f^ O tell th^Lotti^oW City, I am foe.: 

VjT IWiverthe^thi^ paper: having. m&it* 
Bid them r<p*w tfrtV mwktf-pfi*e, wh«* J> 
Even in &*r» an4 ia the Cettme**' «an», 
Will vouch thfettmfeof iw H*. I, aftatfe 
The city-ports, ty tfeis hAtken*e*U) a#d 
Intends ^appear before tb* peooU, hoping 
To purge ttmfelf with wwk WpaicW^r^Moft 
wctositl 

V z Enter 
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Enter thru or four Con/Orators of AufidiuV/ 
foBion. 

i Con. How it it with oar General? 

Juf. Even fo, 
As with a man by his own abas impoifim'd, 
And with hit charity flaim 

a Con. Moft noble Sir, 
If you do hold the fame intent, wherein 
You wiih'd us parties; we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Juf. Sir, I cannot tell; 
We rouft proceed! as we do find the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilft 
Twixt you there's difference ; but the Fall of either 
Makes the Survivor heir of all. 

Auf. I know it; 
And my pretext to ftrike at him admits 
A good conftru&on. I raifed him, and pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth % who being fo neighten'd, 
He watered his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing fo my friends ; and to this end, 
He bow'd his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unfwayable, and free* 

3 Con. Sir, his ftoutneft 
When he did ft and for Conful, which he loft - 
By lack of Hooping—- 

Auf. That 1 would have fpoke of: 
Being baniih'd fbr't, he came onto my hearth, 
Prefented to my knife his throat; I took him, 
Made him joint fervant with me ; gave him way 
Inallhisowndefires; nay, let him chafe 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplim, 
My bed and frelheffrmen ; ferv'd his defignments 
Jn mine own perfon ; holpe to reap the Fame, 
Which he did make all his ; and took fome pride 
To do my fclf this wrong; 'till, at the laft, 

I feem'd 



I feem'd hi) fcUowcr, not partner ; 

And hewag'd me with hi* countenance* a* if 

I had Been mercenary. 

1 Con. So be did, my lord: 

The army marvelTdat \t % and, at laft r 
Wheri he had carried i£?w, and that we looked- 
For no lefs Spoils than Glory » ■■■ ■■■ 

Auf. There was it ; — — 
(For which xny finews {hall be firetch'd up** hup k] 
At a few drop* of women's rheum* whicn are 
As cheap as lies, he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Adion ; therefore frail he die* 
And rilrenaw me in his Fall. But, hark ! 

[Drum end trumpets fiwdt with great fitomfe 
of the People. 

i Con. Your native iTown you enter'd like a Poll, 
And had no welcomes home i but he returns. 
Splitting thfc Air with.noife. 

2 Con. And patient fools, 

Whofe childxem he hath flam, their bafe throats tea/, 
Giving^ bigi glory* 

3 Con. Therefore,, At your rantage, 

Ere he express bimfclf, or move the people 
With what he would fay, let him reel your fword, 
Which we wijl fecond. When he lies along, 
After your way his Tale pronounced fball bury 
His reafons with his body* 

Auf. Say no more, 
Here come the lords. 

Enter the Lords of tie City. 

jUt Lords* Yon're moft welcome home. 

Auf I have not defcrv'd it. . .. 
But, worthy 'lords, have you with hec4 peruiM 
What I have written tp»^ ?.♦ 

All. W^.have. : 

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 

■ • * U 3 'What 
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What faults he made before the laft, I think, 
Might have found eafie firies : bat there to end. 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of pur Levies, anfwering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding, This admits no excufe. 
Jn/l He approaches, you mail hear him, 

Enttr Coriolanns, marching nmt& drums and colours; 
the Commons ieing nmth-hbn. 

Cor. Hail, lords ; I am return'd, your foldier ; ' 
No more infefted with my Country's love, 
Than when I parted' hence, but frill fubfifting 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
That profperoufly I have attempted, and ■ 
With blooly pafiage led your wars, even to 
The gates , of Rome : Our fpoils, we have brought 

home. 
Do more than counterpoife, a Full third part, 
The charges of the action. We've made peace 
With no lefi honour to the Jntiatrs, 
Than ihame to th' Romans : and we here deliver, 
Subferibed by the Confute and Patricians, 
Together with the feal o*th* Senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Jaf. Read %t not, noble lords, 
But tell die traitor, in the highefr degree 
He hath abus'd your powers. V 

Cor. Traitor \ . how nowl — — 

Auf. Ay, traitor, Martins. 

Cor. Martins! . 

4uf. Ay, Marcfus, Cains Martins*, doft thou think, 
I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ftoFn name 
Coriolanns in CorioU ? ' 

You Lords and Heads o'th* State*, perfidionfly 
He has betray'd your buiinefs, and given up, 
For certain drops of fak, your city Ramei 

I fay, 
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I fay, your city, to bis wife and mother) 
Breaking his oath aad refolution, like 
A twill of rotten filk,. never admitting 
v Counfel o'th* war; bat at his nurfe's tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away yotar victory, 
That Pages bluJh'd at himi and men of heart 
Loek'd wondring each at other. 

Cor. Hear'ft thoa, Mars! ■ ■ ■ 

Auf. Name not the God ? thoa boy of tears t — ■>• 

Cor. Ha I 

Auf. No. more. 

Cor. Mea&irekfs liar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O flavc i -— 
Pardon me, lords, 'tis the firft time that ever 
I'm forcM to fcold. Your judgments, my grave lords, 
tAuil give this Cur the Lie ; and his own Notion, 
(Who wears my (tripes impreft upon him ; that . 
Muft bear my beating to his Grave >*) mall join 
To thruft the lie unco him. . 

i Lord, Peace, both, and hear me fpeak. . 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volfcians, men and lads, 
Stain all your edges in me. Boy I falfe hound ! *—— 
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there, 
That, like an eagle in a dove-coat, I 
Fhitter'd your Volfcians in Corioli. 
Alone I did it. Boy ! — 

Auf. Why, noble lords. 
Will yoa be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your (hame, by this unholy braggart, 
'Fore your own eyes and ears ? 

All Con. Let him die for't. 

All People. Tear him to pieces, do it presently : 
He kill'd my fon, — my daughter, ~— • kilTd mj 

couiin, - — 

He kill'd my rather. -^ 

[The Croud Jpeak prom/cuoufiji 

2 Lord. Peace, — no outrage — peace — • 
The man is noble, and his Fame folds in 
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4&f G*ftiofcA««i« 

This Orb oW ofcdra *f*lafcanicnfc«t*u« 
Shall have judiciow Hearing* MMui^ <4*>ti»* 
And trouble not the pcare. 

Cat. Othatlhadifcn* 
With fix Aufidimiu or nwe, fab; tribe* 
To ufe my kwfrl faoflt«~~~**- 

^v/I Infolent villain I 

Ml Con, Kill, kiU,- kiU> kiU, kill y«. 

[Tktem^rtam-rMUdrwna^ and kMM*x<x*s, 
who falls, and AuMiusfands on him. 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf* My noble Matters*, hear me Speak. # 

% lord. Tnnafaaftdnneadecd* whereat 
Vatoor will weep. 

3 IW. Tread not upon him matters all, 

be <Joiet ; 
. Put up your ferords. 

Auf My lords, when you. (hall know (as in. thje 
rage 

Provok'tt by him » Y°* <*»»<*)■ *• V*** '•V 
Which this nwtnVlifd did owe yoii, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Plfcafc it your Honour* 
To call me to ybur Senate, 111 deliver 
My fell" your loyal fervant, oar endure 
Your heavicft cenfure. 

i lord. Bear from hence hit body. 
And mourn you for him* Let him be regarded 
As the woft noble Coarfe, that ever. Herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

2 lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufdrut a great part of blame. : 
tfct'smakethebeflof it. 

Auf My Rage is gone, - 

And I am ftruck with forrow--take hifl* up ? 
•fielp, thwfc bW fchicfeft foldiers; I'll be one. 
Beat thotrthe drm»> that it Jpeak mourofayy ". 
Trail your Heel pikes. Though in this cky he 
.,. v Hath 
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Hath widowed and unchfldcd many a oae, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury, 
Yet he fhall have a noWe memory. 

lExetmi, bearing thi body of mxdxa. J*** 
March founded* 



the End of tit Sixth Volmt* 
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